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To the moſt Noble, Honourable, and wor- 
thy Lord, william Earle of Pembrok, Lord Hetbett 
| of Cardiffe, Marmion,and Saint Quintine Lord Cham« || 


bderliine of his Miieſties houſhold , one of his Maie- 


; * 

| ſlices moſt Honorable Privic Counſell and 
Knight ofthe moſt noble order of the 

/ Gartcr, 


| 8 Earle, whoſe braue Heroike mind is higher, 
And nobler, then thy noble high Degree: 
Whoſe outward ſhape,though it molt louely be 
Doth in faire Robes a fairer ſoule attire; 

Who rich in fading wealth, endleſle Treaſure 

Ot Vertue, Valour, Learning. richer art, 

Whoſe preſent greatneſſe men eſteeme bur part 

Of what by line of future hopethey meaſure, 

Thou worthy Son vnto a peereleſſe mother, 

Or Nephew to great S:duq of renowne, 

Who halt deſeru d thy Coronet to crowne 

Wich Lawrell Crowne a Crowneexcelling thotlier 
conſectate theſe Rimes to thy great Name, 
ba if thou like, they ſeeke no other fame. 


. 43 To 


Fra: Dauiſen. 


| Eing induced by ſome priuate reaſons, and 
. by the inſtant — of pectal friends,to 
4 ſuffer ſome of my worthleſſe Poems to hee 

© p*b bed, / deſired to make ſome written 


LY) by my deere friends Anonyme i,ond my * 
deerer Brother, to beare them company: 
goth without their conſent, the latter be- 


ing mnthe low Conntry warres, and the reſt vrteriy ignorant 
thereof. My friends names I concealed; mime em- and my bros 
thers, I willed the Printer to ſuppreſſezar well as I had cencea- 
led the other, which he hau ing put in without my priuiy, wee 
et now ond ge A ſyarper cenſure perhaps then our nameles 
wor he ſhorld haue done, and eſpecrally. For if their Poems be 
hiked, the praiſe is due to their inwention: if miſiked, the blame 
both by them,and all men ill be dried pon me, for publiſhed 
that which they meant to ſuppreſſe. 

If thow thinke we affecl fame by theſe kinds of writings though 
I thinks them no d1/par agement enen to the beſt wwdgements,yet 
1 anſwer in all our bekalfes mith the princely ſhe pheard Dorus. 

Our hearts do ſeeke another eſtimation. 

If thou condeme Poetry in generally and afſirme that it doth 
intoxicate the brane, and m ake men tterly v1fit, exther for 
more ſerious ſiudieror for any al line courſe of life, I only ſay,11- 
bio te ſtultum eſſe libenter. Since experience pr ones by exam- 
pler of mam, beth dead and lining, that divers delighted, axa 
excelling berem being Princes er late en, haue gowerned & 
eonnlelled as wiſely:being ſonldierr haue commanded ar mies 4! 
fertunately; being Lawyers, haue pleaded as tmaitially and el. 
qnent ly:being Dinizes;bane written ard t,mght as preyowndly 
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The Preface. 
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| — — other profeſſion, hauo diſcharged — 


wand | acanmyetherme whatſoener If hug other kinds t ham miſluke the 
adrco | Lyrecallbecanſe the chiefeſft ſubieli thereof is Lone; ] replygthas 
to be laue being vertwonſly intended,and worthily placed, it the whet « 
ritrew | ſtone of wit and [pur to all generont actions: and many excellent 
wdmy pris with great fame of wit and no Haine of mdgement, haue 
yp any: 3 write excellently is this kind;C*ſpecially the euer praſe- worthy 
er be. | Sidney: Soat if thou wilt need: make a fault, for mine own part 
267 ant Haud timeo, fi iam nequeo defenderecrimen 
Cum tanto commune viro. 
eacca- If any except againſt the mixing (both at the begiming and 
end of thu boote) of diners thing: written by great and learned 
Perſonagerywith out meane and worthleſſa ſcribl i gt, I vteriy 
diſclaum it, as being done by the Printer , either to grace the 
forefront with ſir Philip Sidneys,and others name i, or to make 
the booke grow to a competent volume. 


—- 
N 
Z 
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that thoſe vader the name of Anonymus were written ( as ap- 
pcareth by diners things to ſir Philip Sidney lung, and of 
lum dead) almeſt twenty yeares ſince , when Poetry was farre 
from that perfection, fo which it hath now attamedytbat my bre. 


it doth } theris by 7 Soldier and was not 18 cares old when 
ber for ¶ he writ theſe tayes : that mine owne were made moſt of them G. 
ſey, lu- 77: yeeres ſiac eat idle times as I tourmed vp and don during 
exam. | my trawaile. But toleene their works to tuſtiſie tit ſeluet, or the 
d, ana Authort to inflifie their wor is, 10 [peak of mine own;thy miſe 


likes | contemme, thy praiſer( wh ich I neuer deſernenor expect) 


oi, if loft; or more deſernedl toc eminue it, if already ab. 
ti ſome grauer verh. Farewell, 
44 Fra. Dzuiſon. 


Fer theſs Poem in particular I could alledge theſe excuſer, | 


I eſtceme mot 4 hoping God willmg,cre long, to reg ane thy good | 
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Cuddies Embleme 197 
Cuddies Paſtorall, 175 
Eglogue 175 
Cupid made a Nymph to wound 

her ſelfe 15 
(upids marriage vith diſſimulati- 

on. 240 
Cupid proued a Fencer, 210 


Cupid ſhoots light, but wounds 


fore. 21 
Cuſluner 46 
Cinthia queete of fortune 254 

Canzonets 


The lye ginen to ſundry ſorts and 
degrees 100 
The chriſtian Stoick 103 
Vp6 ſeeing his face in her eyes 104 
A Dialogue berweene his flaming 
e it, & her f ozcn breſt. 194 
He will eſteeme of her as ſhe is to 
him 107 
An inſcription for the Statute of 


Dido. 106 
I outes Hyperboles 106 
An mucctwe againſt loue 107 
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He pr ue himfelf to endure the 
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Lours corrarictics 
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inward hope 118 
That he is vnchangeable. 119 
V pon her ablence. 120 
The louers abſence kils me her pre 

ſence, &c. 121 
Face face, and hard heart, 123 
An Inuect ue avant love. 124 


Vpon his Ladies buying ſtrings 
for her Lure 125 
cat wil not let him ſiue, nor hope 
C e. 116 


In praiſe of the Sunne 127 
Death in loue 128 
P.rcike heauy heart. 129 
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Loucs properties 171 
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An hymne in pra ſc of Mufick 128 
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Eputhabmuon ⁊ pon the ſpouſals of W. A. 
and J. A, 
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Like a Sitter, Chriltian, anda brother, 
So make the weaker of you a mother, 
Loues happy token. * 
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Loue is foolery if it be not founded, FF 
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All deformity — — firll — 7E 
Al true beauty from our God only cõmeth 
Wich loues puritie him then only praiſe ye, 
That by mercy he to himſelfe may raiſe ye, 
Hee's the tountaine of all true perfect beauty; 
And beſt meriteth all harts,loue,and duty, 


Then ſend vp to him al your ſighs & gronings C 
Then poure outt-him all your teares and mournings, 1 
And fixe unly on him your Hyes and gladnelle, 71 
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I, POEM. 


TE T OTHER TWELVE VO N. 


ders of the World, by Sir 
John Dans. 


— ᷓ — — 


I, The Courtier. 


(while, 
1 have I liu d in Court, yet learn d not all this 

To ſel poore ſutors, ſmoke: nor where I hate to ſmile: 
Superiors to adore, Inferiors to deſpite, 
To flye from ſuch as fall, to follow ſuch as riſe, 
To > Ar 2 poore deſire, vnder a rich array, 
ied Not to aſpire by vice, though twere the quicker way, 


62. 
0. 


II. The Diuine. 


My — Divine, and I from God am ſent, 
will no chop. Church be, nor pay my patron . 
— B n 


— — 


166. 
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Nor yeeld to ſacriledge, but like the kind true me ther, 

Rather will looſe all the child then part it with another, 
Much wealth I will not ſeek-, nor worldly maſtets ſerue, 
So to grow rich & fat, while my poore flock Zorh ſterue. 


III. The Souldier. 


My occupation is, the noble trade of Kings, 

The tryall that decides the higheſt right of things: 
Though Mar: my Maſter be, doc not Dem loue, 
Nor honour B. c hus oft, nor often ſweate by leue: 
Of ſpeaking of my ſelte, I all occaſion ſhunne, 

And rather loue to doe, then boaſt what I haue done. 


IIII. The Layer. 


The Law my calling is, my robe, my tongue, my pen, 
Wealth and opinion gaine and make me ludge of men. 
The knowne diſhoneſt cauſe, L neuer did detend, 

Nor ſpun out ſures in length, but w iſht and ſought au ene 
Nor couaſell did bewray, not of both parties take, 

Nor euer tooke I fec for which I neuer ſpake, 


V. The Phyſition. 


IAudy :o vphold che ſlippery ſtate of man, 

Vo dies, uhen we haue done the beſt and all we can. 

From practiſe and from bookes I draw my learned skil 
Nut from the knowneveceipt of Pothecarics bill. (ſe 
he earth my faults doth hide, the world my cures dot 
Wut youth and time effects, is oft aſcribde to me. 


nd: 


kil 
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V I, The Merchant. 
My trade doth every thing to euery land ſupply, 
Diſcouer vakaownecoalts, ſtrange Couatriesto ally, 
neuer did toreſtall,l geuer did ingrolle, | 
Nor cuſtome did withdraw ,chough I return d with lotle: 
Ichriue by faire exchange, by ſelling and by buy ing, f 
And not by lewiſh vſe, repriſall, fraud, or lying. 


VII. The Country Gentleman, 
Though ſtrange outlãdiſh ſpirics praiſe towns & country 
The coũtry is my home, I dwel where | was born: (ſcorn 
There profit and command with pleaſure ] pertake, 
Yet do not Haukes and dogs, my ſole companions make. 
I rule, but not oppreſſe, end quarrels,not maintaine, 
See tons, but dwel not there t abtidge my charg ot train 


— 


How many things as yet are deere alike to me, 

The feld che hotie, the dog, loue armes or liberty. 
haue no wife as yet, whom I may call mine one, 
I have no children yet, that by my name are known, 
Vet if I married were | would not wiſh to thriue, 

If that I could not tame the vcrieſt ſhrers aliue. 


] only amthe man among all married men, 
That do not wiſh the Prie{t cobevalinckragen, - 
B 3 And 


''| Thefirſtofallour Sex came from the (ide of man, 


— 
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& thogh my ſhoo did wring. I wold not make my mone, * 
Nor think my neighbors chance, more happy then mine 
Let court I not my wife, but yeeld obſeruance due. (om 
Being neither fond, nor croſſe, nor iealous, nor vntrue. 


X. The Wife. 


I chither am returnd,from whence our Sex began, 

I doe not viſite oſt, nor many, when I doe: 

I tell my mind to fe, and that in counſell too. 

Iſeeme nt lick in health, nor ſullen but in ſorrow, 

I care for ſome what elſe, then what to weare to morrow, 


2 * 
* l 221. 
- -—_ 4s 
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XI. The Widdow, 


My husbãd knew, ho much his death would grĩeue me, 
And therefore left me wealth, to comfort and relieue me. 
Though I no more will haue, I muſt not love diſdaine, 
Penelope her ſelfe did ſutorsentertaine, 

And yet to draw on ſuch, asarcof belt eſteeme, 
Nor yonger then I am, nor richer will I ſeeme. 


XII. The Maid. 


Imartiage would forſwetre, but that I heare men tell, 
That ſhe that dies a maid, mult leade an Ape in Hell. 
Therefore it fortune come, I will not mock and play, 
Nor driae the bargaine om, till it be driuen away. 
Titles and lands I like, yet rather fancy can, 


Aman that wanteth gold, then gold that wants a man. 


. Will you notto this ſolemne offering go? 
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IL POEM. 


| A contention betwixt a Wife, a Widdow | 
$ and 4 Made. 


: Wife. Iddow well met, whicher goe you to day? 
You know it is Aſftreas holy day: | 
The Saint to whomall hearts deuotion owez 


Widow. Marry what elſe ? I purpos'd foto doe, 
Doe you not marke how all the wiues are ſine, 
And how they haue ſen: preſents ready too, 
To make their offering at Aſtreat ſhrine t 


dee then the ſhrine and tapers burning bright, 
Eome friend and let vs firſt our (clues aduance, 
We know our place and if we haue our right, 
To all the pariſh we muſt leade the dance. 


But ſoſt, x hat means this bold preſumptuous maid 
To goe before without reſpect of vs? } v(lhaide, 
Your forwardneiſe (proude maide) muſt now be 
Where learnd you to neglect your betters thus? 


aide. Elder you are, but not my bettershere, 
This place to maids a priuiledge mult giue: 
The Goddelle being a inaid, holds maidens deate, 
And grants to them her owne prerogatiue. 
B Belides 


| 
| 
' 
| 


= = -. 
— — . . 
- 
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Beſides, on all true virgins at their birth, WI 
Nature hath ſent a crowne of excellence, M 


That all the wiues and widdowes of the earth, 
Should giue them place, and doe them reuerence. 


Wiſe. If to be borne a maid be ſuch a grace, A 
| So was I borne and grac't by nature to. T 
But ſeeking more perfection to embrace 
I did become a wife as others doe. 
#idow. And if the maid and wife ſuch honour haue, 4 
I have beene both, and hold a third degree. 
Moſt maides are Wardes, and every witcaſlaue, A 
1 haue my livery ſued, and I am free. 

H1aid. That is the fault that you haue maidens beene, 
p And were not — to continue ſo: 7 
\ The fals of Angels did increaſe their ſinne, 

In that they did ſo pure a ſtate ſorgoe. 
But Wife and Widdow if your wits can make, : 
Your ſtate and perſons of more worth then mine: F 


Aduantage to this place 1 will not take: 
I will both place and priuiledge reſigne. 


ri. Why marriage is an honourable ſtate, 
[Tidew And widdowhood is 2 reverend degree: 
Aud. But maidenhead that will admit no mate, 
Like maieſtie it ſelfe mult ſacred be. oh 
e 


ICC, 


ke 
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Aude. But wilbretle of mine owne deſites am I, 
When you rule others wils and not your one. 


Vi. Onely the wife eni@yes the vertuous pleaſure, 
idem. The widow can abltaine from pleaſures known: 
Ata. But th vncorrupied maid preſerues ſuch meaſure, 5} 

As being by pleaſures wooed ſhe cares ſor none. 


VTife. The wife is like a faire ſupported vine, 

id. So was the widdow, but now ſtands alone: 
For being growne ſtrong· ſhe needs not to incline 

Maide. Maids like tlie earth, ſupportedare of none. 


J iſe. The wife is as a Diamond richly ſet, 
Aſaid. The maide vnſet doth yet more rich appeare, 
IV:4ow.T he widdowa lewell in the Cabinet, 

V Vhich though not worn is (til clteemd as deare. 


TTiſe, The wife doth loue, and is belou'd againe, 

Widew, The widdow is awakt out of that dreame, 

Made. The maids white minde had never ſuch a ſtaine, 
No pailion troubles her cleare vertues ſttcame. 


Vet if I would be lou'd, loud would | be, 

Like her whoſe vertue inthe bay is ſeene: 

Loue to wife fades with ſatictie, 

Where love neuer _— euer $rezne. 
4 


— 
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#idow. Then whats a virgin but a fruitleſſe bay? 
aide. And whats a widdo but a roſe- leſle bryer 


And what are wives, but woodbinds which decay 
The ſtately Oakes, by which themſelues aſpire ? 


And what is marriage but a tedious yoke ? 


Widow. And whats virginitie but ſweete {clfe-loue ? 


Wife. And whats a widdow but an axell broke? 


Whoſconepart failing neither part can mooue ? 


dow. Wiues areas birds in golden cages kept, 
Fife. Yet in thoſe cages chearefully they (ing : 


#idew. Widdowesarc birds out of thoſe cages lept, 
Whoſe ioytull notes makes all the forreſt ring. 


Wife. The wife is as the turtle with her mate, 
#idow. The widdow, as the widdow doue alone: 


Whoſe truth ſhines molt in her forſaken (tate, 


Vid. The maid a Phoenix, and is (till but one. 


Wife. The wife's a ſoule vnto her body tyed, 
Widow. The widdow a ſoule departed into bliſſe, 
CHaid, The maid an Angell which was ſtellified, 
And now t as faire a houſe deſcended is, 


A aide. But maides are birds amid(t the woods ſecure, 
Which neuer hid could touch, nor yet could take: 
Nor whiſtle could deceiue, nor baite allure, 

But free vnto themſelues doe mulicke make. 


e 


Wiuts 


ce? 


— 
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ne. Wines are faire houſes kept and furniſhe well, 

dow, Widdowes old caſtles voide, but full of (tate : 

taide. But maids are temples where the Gods do dwell, 
To whom alone themſelues they dedicate. 


But marriage is a priſon during life, 

Where one way out, but many entries be: 
Wife. The Nun is kept in cloyſter, not the wife, 

Wedlocke alone doth make the virgin free, 


Maid. The moid is euerfreſh, like morne in May, 

Wife, The wife with all her beames is beautified, 
Like to high noone the glory of the day, 

Widow. The widow like a milde {weet euen- tide. 


Wife. An office well ſupplide is likethe wife, 

Widew. The widow like gainfull office voide: 

Maide. But maids are like contentment in thislife, 
Which al the world haue ſought, but none enioid, 


Go wife to Dunmow, and demaund your ſlitch. 
Widew. Goe gentle maide, goe leade the Apes in hell, 
Wife. Goe widow make ſome younger brother rich. 

And then take thought and die, and all is well. 


Alas poore maid, that haſt no help nor ſtay: 

dem. Alas poore wife, that nothing Jolt polleſſe: 

Maid, Alas poore widdow, charit ie doth ſay, 
Pitt ie the widdow and the fatherleſle. 


But 
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ia. But happy widdowes haue the world at will, 
Bur happier wiues whoſe ioyes are ever double: 
Aude. But happielt maids whole hearts are calme & (till, 
Whom tcarey nor hope, nor loue, nor hate doth 
(trouble. 
Wif.. Euery true wife hath an indented heart, 
Wherein the couenants of loue are writ, 
Whereof ker husband keepes the counterpart, 
And reades his comforts and his ioyes in it. 


Widew.But euery widdowes heart is like a booke, 
V Vhere her ioyes paſt imprinted doe remaine, 
But when her iudgementꝭ eye therein doth looke: 
She doth not wiſh they were to come againe. 


ife. 


Mas 


Afaid:. But the maids heart a faire white table is, 
Spotleſſe and pure, where no impreſhons be, 
But the immortall Caracters of blitle, 
Which onely Gcd doth write, and Angels ſee. . 


Wife. But wives haue children, what a joy is this ? 

Widow. Widows haue children too, but maids haue none Widow 

ud. No more haue Angels, yet they haue more bliile, 
Then cuer yet to mortall man was knowne, 


Wife, The wife is like a faire manured field: * 
W.dew. The widow once was ſuch, but now doth teſt, — 
Haid. The maide, like Paradice, vadrelt, vntild, + vy 
Beares crops of natiue vertue in her bteaſt. 1% 
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ife, Who would not dye a wife as Lucrece died ? 
un. Nn. Or live a widdow as Penelope? 
Hude. Or be a maide, and fo be ſtellified, 
As all the vertnes and the graces be. 


iſe. Wiues are warme Climates well inhabited: 
But maids are frozen zones where none may dwel 
f aide. But fairel people in the North are bred, 
Where Africa breeds Monſters blacke as hell. 


fe. I haue my husbands honour and his place, 

. My husbands fortunes all ſuruiue to me. 

Maid. Ihe moone doth borrow light, you borrow grace, 
VVhen maids by their owne vertues graced be. 


V'Vhiteis my colour, and no he but this 

It will teceiue, no tincture can it ſtaine. 
nr. My white hath tooke one colour, but it is 

An honourable purple dyed in graine. 


Widow. But it hath beene my fortune to renue 
My colour twice from that it was before, 
But now my dlacke will take no other hue, 
And th now I meaneto change no more. 


g. 1%. VVives are faire Apples ſeru d in golden diſhes, 
edi. widows good wine, which time maks better much 
aide. But Moids are grapes deſired by many wiſhes, 
0 But that they grow ſo high as none can touch. 


I 


ä 
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Wife. I haue a daughter equals you my girle, 

Aud. The daughter doth — the —— then, 
As pearles are better then themother of pearle, 
Maids looſe their value, whe they match with t 


Widow. The man with whol matcht, his worth was ſu 
As now ſcorne a maide ſhould be my peare, 
Aaide. But I will ſcorne the man you praiſe ſo much, 
For maids are matchleſſe, and no mate can beate 


Hence is it that the virgine neuer loues, 
Becauſe her like ſhe finds not any where: 

For likeneſſe euermore affection moues, 
Therefore the maide hath neither loue nor peer 


V/Vife, Let many virgins married wiues would be, 
Vid. And many a wife would be a widdow faine. | 144, 
aide. There is no widdow but deſires to ſee, 

If ſo ſhe might, her maiden daies againe. 


den 
VFife. There neuer was a wiſe that lik d her lot: 
FVidow. Not widdow but was clad in mourning weed 
Alaid. Doe what you will, marry, or marry not, 
Both chis eſtate and that, repentance breedes. 
Maid, 


Viſe. But ſhe that this eſtate and that hath ſeene, 
Doth find great ods betweene the wife and git 
A aide. Indeed ſhe doth, as much as is betweene 
The melting hayleſtone, and the ſolid pearle. 
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Wife. If I were Widdow, my dayes were paſt, 
dem. Nay, then you firſt become ſweete pleaſures gueſt, 
0 For mayden-· head is a continuall fall, 
** And marriage is a continuall feaſt. 


ud. Wedlock indeed hath oft compared bin, 
To publike Feafts where meete a publike rout; 
Where they that are without would fainego in, 
And they that are within would faine go out. 


Or to the lewell which this vertue had, 

That men were mad till they might it obtaine, 
But when they had it they weretwilc as mad, 
Tillthey were diſpoſſeſt of it againe. 


Cer 


Wife, Maids cannot iudge, becauſe they cannot tell, 
What comforts and what ioyes in — be: 
Maid. Ves, yes, though bleſſed Saints in heauen do dwell, 


They doe the ſoules in Purgatory ſee. 


dem. If euery wife do liue in Purgatory: 
Then = it is, that Widdowes liue in blitle: 
ced And are tranſlated to a ſtate of glory, 
But Maids as yet haue not attain d to this. 
Maid, Not Maids? To ſpotleſſe maids this gift is given, 
8 To liue in incorruption from their birch, 
d ir And what is that but toinherit heauen, 
Euen while they dwell vpon the ſpotted * 4 


rle. 
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The perſecteſt of all created thines; 

The pureſt gold that ſuffers noallay: (ſpring 
4 The ſweetell flower that on thearths boſome 

0 The pearle vnbord, whoſe price no price can pay, 


The Chriſtall Glaſſe that will no venome hold, 
The mirror wherein Angels loue to looke, 
Dine: bathing Fountaine cleere and cold, 
Beauties freſh Roſe, and vertues liuing booke. 


Ot loue and fortune both the Miſtreſſe borne, 
The ſoueraigne ſpirit that will be thrall to none: 
The ſpotleſſe garment that was neuer worne, 
The Princely Eagle that ſtill flyes alone. 


She ſees tlie world, yet her cleere thought doth 
No ſuch deepe pcint as to be chan ge ereby, 
As when we ſee the burning fire doth make, 
No ſuch impreſſion as doth burne the eye. 


Wife. No more (ſweete maid) our ſtriſe is at an end, Ti 

Ceaſe now: I feare we ſhill transformed be, N. 

To chattering Pies, as they that did contend, w 

To match the Muſes in their harmony. Di 

lor Then let vs yeeldthe honour and the place, Tt 

1 And let vs both be ſutors to the maid: w 
{ That ſince the Goddeſſe giues her ſpeciall | Bc 

4 By her cleere hands che offcing be con Bc 
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Maid, Your ſpeech I doubt hath ſome diſpleaſure mou'd 
Vet let me hauet heoffring, I will ſee, 
I know ſhe hath both wiucs and widdowes lou'd, 
Though ſhe would neither wife nor widdow be. 


—— — —— — ä — _ — — — —— _- - - — — 


II POEM 
A Fillion how Cupid made a Nywpb wound ber ſalſe 
with bu Arrowes. 


—ʒꝛ 


II chan ſt of late a Shepheards ſwaine 
That went to ſeeke a ſſrayed ſheepe, 
Within a thicket on the plaine, 
Elpide a dainty Nymph aſleepe. 


Her golden haire ore · ſpred her face, 
Her careleſſe armes — were caſt, 
Her Quiver had her pillowes place 
Her brelſ lay bare to euery blaſt. ö 


The ſhepheard food and gaz d his fill, 
Nought durſt he d ht durſt he ſay, 
When chance or elſe perhaps his will, 
Did guide the God of loue that way. 


The Boy that ſees her ſleepe, 
Whom if ſhe wak 't he durſt not ſee, 
Behinde her cloſely ſeekes to creepe, 
Before her nap ſhouldended be, 


Tricre 
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There come, he ſteales her ſhafts away, * 
And puts his one into their place, 


Ne dares he any longer (tay, 


But ere ſhe wakes, hies thence a pace. 


Scarce was he gone, when ſhe awakes, 
And ſpies the ſhepheard ſtanding by: 
Her bended bo in haſt ſhe takes, 


And at the (imple ſwaine let flie. 


Forth flew the ſhaft, and pierſt his heart, 
That to the ground he fell with paine: 

againe forthwith he ſtart, 
And to the Nymph he ran amaine. 


Yet vp 


Ama d to ſee ſo ſtrange a light, 

She ſh at, and ſhot, but all in vaine : 

The more his wounds, the more his miglit, 
Loue yeeldech ſtrength in midſt of paine. 


Her angry eyes are great with teares, 

She blames her hands, ſhe blames her skill, 
Te bluntneſſe ofher ſhaft ſhe feares, 

And try them on her ſelfe ſhe will. 


Take heede ſveete Nymph try not the ſhaft, 
Each little touch will prick thy heart, 

Alas, thou knowſt not {upids craft, 
Reuenge is ioy, the end is (mart. 


Yet 


—— — — 
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Vet try ſhe will, and prick ſome bare, 


Her hands were glou d, and next to hand, 
Wes that faire breſt. that breſi ſo rare, 
That made the ſhepheard ſenceleile land. 


That brelt ſhe prickt, and through t hat breſt, 
Loue finds an entry to her heart: 

At feeling of this new-come gueſt, 

Lord how the gentle Nymph doch ſtart, 


She runnes not now,ſhe ſhootes no more, 
un ſhe throwes both ſhafts and bow: 
She ſeekes for that ſhe ſhun'd before, 

She thinks the ſhepheards haſt too (low, 


Though mountaines meete not, louers may, 
Soothers doc, and ſo do they: 

The God of Loue ſits on a tree, 

And laughs that pleaſant ſight to ſee. 


IIIL POEM, 


complaint of which all the ſtaues end with the wards of the 
fir ſtg/ike 4 Seſtine. 
1 


E gaſtly groues, that heare my wofull cryes, 


Whoſe ſhady leaues would belpe to eaſe my paine, 
C Thou 


Let 


— — — — — — — — 
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Thou ſiluer ſtreame that doſt with teares lament: 
The cruell chance that doth with griefe increaſe: 
Ye chirping birds whoſe cheereleſſe notes declare, 
That ye bewaile the woes I beare in mind, 
Beare witneſſe how with care I do eooſume, 
And heare the cauſe why thus I pine away. 

2 


Loue is the cauſe that makes me pine away, 

And makes you heare the Ecchoof my cryes 

Through griefes increaſe: And though the cauſe of paine 
Which doth enforce me till thus to lament, 

Proceede from loue: and though my paine increaſe 

By dayly cries which do that paine declare, 

And vwitneſſe are of my afflicted mind, 

Vet cry I will, till crying me conſume. 


For as the fire the Nubble doth conſume, 

And ache winde doth drive the duſt away: 

So penliue hearts ate ſpent with dolefull cryes, 
And cares diſtract tae mind with pinching paine. 
But all in vine, I do my caſe lament; 

My ſorrow doth by ſobs and ſighs encreaſe: 

It novght auailes my torments to declare, 

Since that my teares cannot het flinty mind 


4 
To pitty moueʒ; l am caſt out of mind, 
So hath ſhe {worne I ſhall in paine conſunc, 
My weary daye my life muſt walt away, 
Conſom'd nb deadly peineaud icltktle cryes, 
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So Philomele too much opprelt with paiac, 
By his miſdeede that cauleth her lament, 


ſ 
It is ſome eaſe hid ſorrowes to declare, 


But too ſmall caſe to ſuch a grieued mind 
As by repeating cryes doth more conſume, 


To end chat which he finds at all no way, 


But carefull ſighs mingled with ruthifull cryet, 
(A ſimple ſalue to cure ſo great a paine) 


Come then ye galtly owles, helpe me lament, 


With fearcfull ſhrik&,and as your ſhrikes increaſe. 
6 
When as the Sunne departing doth encreaſe, 


The doubbled ſhadowes which zs ſignes declare, 


The night drawes neere : ſo I to cafe my mind, 
Here will aig ment my plainrs; fo to conſume 
My loathed lite: and though you flye away, 


2 Soone as the day returnes and ceaſe your cryes, 
vet | vahappy wretch oppteſt with paine, 


But day and night am forced to lament, 


7 
Sofoule 2 change: But while I thus hment, 
My griefe with teares: The more for to incteaſe 
My woez with ſcofſa, my (hte ſhe doth declare, 
To him who firlt, from me her wanton mind; 
By gitts did win: ſince when l ſtillennſume 
Ay more nd more; ne find 1 any way, 
To caſe my mind : but thus with mournefull cries, 
I Luing dye, and dying liue in paine. 

C 2 


Both day and night her mournefull layes encrea 
And pind, in paine her forrowes doth declare. 
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8. 
And now adue delight and farewell paine, 
Adue vaine hope; I ſhall no more lament, 
Her fained faith whichdid my woes increaſe, 
And ye to whom my griefes I thus declare, 
Ye which haue heard the ſecrets of my mind, 
And ſeene my lingring lifein paine conſume, 
Adue ye woods, and waters hence away, 
By death I mult,and ceaſe my ruthfull cries, 


Ye which heare not my cries nor know my paine, 
Vet do my chance lament, let pitty increaſe: 
Your griefe by teares declare: Lo caſe your mind, 


Wicnetle how I conſume, and walt away. | - 
_ ä — nn — — — Wn 

V. EM. 
PO T 


Or Dialogue in Imitation of that betweene Horace aud Lidia IT 
beginning Donecygratics cram tibi, Cc. 


1. Loner, 

VV thou diddeſt loue me, & that neck of thine, 
More ſweet, white, ſoft, then roſes, ſiluer, dont, 

Did werea necklace of no armes but mine, 
I enuide not the King of Spine his Crowne. 

2. Ladie. 
While of thy heart I was ſole Soueraigne, 
And thou did(t ling none but Mellinaes name, 
Whome for browne Cole thou dott now diſdaine, 


aride notthe Queene of Englands fame, 
Thovy! 


| 3. Lower, 
Though Cole be leſſe faire, ſue is more kind, 


v hat if l ſue to thee againefor grace, 
And (ling my prayſes ſweeter then before, 


Wilt chou loue me againe, loue him no more? 


_— 


— 
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Her gracetull dancing fo doth plæaie mine eye, 
And through mine cares her voyce ſo charmes my mind, 
That ſo deare ſbe may liue, Ile willing dye. 


ö 


1 4 
bi 


» 
l 


— 
Though Cripſus cannot ling my praiſe in verſe, 
2} Houe him ſo for skill in Tilting ſhowne, 
And gracefull managing of Courſiers fierce: 
That his deare lite to ſabe, ile loſe mine own, 
| 5 Lower. 


It I out of ny heart blot Coles face, 


| 6 Lu. 
Though he be fairer then the morning ſtar, 
Though lighter then the floting Corke thou be 
And then the Irifh ſea more angry farre, 

With thee I wiſh to liue, and dye with thee, 


— 
— — — — —— —— —- — — — - — — —— -- 


V I, P O E M. 
Cupid ſtooti light, but wound; ſere. 


* Vſ id at length I ſpy thy crafty wile, 
Though for a time thou didſt me fore beguile, 


When firlt thy ſhaft did wound my tender heart, 
Ittoucht me light, me chought felt ſome paine: : F 
3 Some 


© 


—— 2 — 


* 
— — — 
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As now doth ranckleinward more and more, 


| So poyſon firſt the ſinewes lightly ſtraines, 

Then ſtrayes. and after ſpreds through all the vaines: 
|. Nootherwiſe,then he, thar prickt with thore, 
Sͤtarts at the fitſt, and feces no other griefe, 

As on whole heart ſo litile hurt did ſcorne, 

And deigned not to ſeełe deſpis d reliefe: | 
At laſt, when reſt doth after trauell come, ö 
That little prick the ioynt With paine doth numme. 


V 


WWF Ru "IT UT 


; What may I thinke the cauſc of this thy craft, | 
That at the firlt thou ſlickſt not deepethy ſhift: | A 

If at the belt, I had thy ſtroake eſpide, Ti 
(Alas I thought thou wouldit not dally ſo) a 

To keepe my ſelfe alwayes I would have tride, { 

> Acles(t, Ithinke, l might have cur'd my woe, 

Vet iucgh to ſay, I did ſuſpect no lefle, If; 
And kneu it too, at leall I ſo cid geſſe. U. 
It | 
Ia, and yet would willingly be blind, De 
l felt the kling, yer flattired (till my mind. E 
And no too late ] know my former guilt, 1 
Ans ſeeke in vaine to heale my curelelle fore, IC 
My lite, I doubt, my wealth I know is ſpite, W 


Ault reward jor dallying fo before: 
rot 


— 
* —_ —_——— 
_— 


IJ. Boote l. Of Poems hs. 
For I that would not when I might haue caſc, 
No maruell though I cinnot when I pleaſe. 
(cum peſt unlacra. 


: 


VII. POEM, 
A true deſcriptienof Lone, 


- —o— — 


Paraphraſtcally tranſlated out of Petrarkes 103. Sonnet 
beginning. 


S. Amor nou e, ohe dunque c quel ch is ſenta 


| F Loue be nothing but an idle name, 
Avaine deuiſe of tooliſh Poers skill: 
| A fained fire, deuoid of ſmoake and flame, 
Then what is that which me tormenteth (lil, 
If ſuch a thing as love indeede there be, 
What kind of thing,or which, or where is he? 


fit be good, how cauſeth ĩt ſuch paine, 
How doth it breede ſuch griefe within my breſl? 
If nought, how chance the griefe chat I ſuſtaine, 
Doch ſeeme ſo ſweete amid(t my great vnreſt? 
For ſure me thinks it is a wondrous thing, 
That fo great paine ſhould fo great pleature bring. 


If with my will amidſt theſe flames I fry, 
Whence come tlieſe teares? ho chance I thus cowplaine? 
| C4 if 


— — 
—0 = — —— — 
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If t xce perforce | beaxe this miſery, 

Wr.2t helpe theſe teates that cannuteaſe my paine? 
How can this tancy beare ſuch {way in me, 
But it my ſelte conſent, that ſoit be? 


And if my ſelfe conſent; that ſo it be, 
Vmuſt 1 am thus tocomplane and cry, 
To looke that other men ſhould ſuccour me, 
Since by my fault I teele ſuch miſetry. 
Who will not helpe himſelt when wel he can, 
Deſerues {mall helpe of any other man, 


Thus am ] toſt vpon the troublous ſcas. 

By ſundry winds,whoſe blaſis blow ſundry Way cs, 

And cuery blalt ſtill driving where it pleaſe, 

Biings hope and feare to end my liagring daies, 
The lleetꝭ man gone, ſaile, helme, & tac kle loſt, 
How can I hope to gainethe wiſhed coaſt? 


Wiſedeme and folly is the luckloſſe fraught 
My ſhip there with ballaſt vnequally: 
Wiſedome too light, folly of too gieat waight, 
My Barke and I,through them in icopardy: 

T hus,in the mid{l of this perplexity, 

I wiſh for death, and yet am loth to dye. 


e I. 


J jou 


4 
1 
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VII. POEM, 


Upon an Haroicall Poem which he had begun (in /mitation 
of Tirgil,) of the firfl inhaburing this famous Ile 
by Brute, and the Tronans. 


M Y wanton Muſe that whilome wont to (ing, 
Faire Beauties praiſe and Venus ſweete d- gut. 
Of late had chang'd the tenor of her ſtring, 
To higher tunes then ſerue for Cupids i 

Shrill Trumpets ſound, ſharp {words & ng, 
Warte, bloud, and death, were matte: gs 


The God of loue by chance had heard ther eot, 
That I was prou'da rebell re his crowne, - 
Fic words for warte, quoth he, with arigry (coffe, 
A likely man to write of Mars his frowne, 
Well are they ſped whole pray ſes he will write, 
Whoſe wanton Pen can nought but loue indite. 


This ſaide, he his kt his party-colour'd wings, 
And done to earth he comes more ſwift then thought, 
Then to my heart in angry haſt he flings, 
To ce what change theſe newesof warres had wrought: 
He pries, and lookes, he ranfacks cu ty vaine, 
Yet finds he nought, ſaue loue, and lovers paine. 


Then I that now perceiu'd his needleſſe feare, 
Wich heavy ſcile began co plead my cauie: 


In 
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In vaine ( quoth I) thus endleſſe griefe | beare, 

In vaine I Itriue to keepe thy grieuous lawes, 
If after proofe, ſo often trulty found, 
Vaiuft ſuſpect condemne me as vnſound. 


Is this the guerdon of my faithfull heart? 
Is this the hope on which my life isſtaid ? 
Isthis the calc of never-ccaling ſmart ? 
Is this the price that for my paines is paid ? 
Yer better ſerue fierce Mars in bloudy field, 


Where death, or conqueſt, end or ioy doth yeeld. 


Long haue I ſeru d, what is my pay but paine? 
Ofc — | ſude, what gaine | but delay ? 
My faichfull loue is quited with diſdaine, 
My grictc a game, my pen is made a play. 
Yealouethat doth in other tauour find, 
In me iscount:d madneile out of kind. 


And laſt of all, but gricuous molt of all, 
Thy ſelfe ſweete loue, hath kild me with ſuſpect: 
Could loue belecue, that I fiom love wouldfall ? 
Is warte of force to make me loue neglect: 
No, Cupid knowes, my minde is falter ſer, 
Then that by warre 1 ſhuuld my loue forget. 


My muſe indeed to warre inclines her mind. 
The famous acts of worthy Erute to wiite: 
To u homthe Gods this lands rule aſlignde, 


* 
Which long he ſought by Seas rough Neptunes 3 5 Ye 
; ub 


—— — — —  —ﬀ ——v—0 
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4 with ſuch conxeit my buſie head doth ſwell, 
Hut in my heart nought elſe but loue doth dwell, 


And in this war thy part is not the leaſt, 
cre ſhall my Mule Brutesnoble Loue declare: 
ere ſhale thou ſee thy double loue increaſt, 
f faire(t twins that euer Lady bare: 
Leet Mars triumph in armour ſhining bright, 
Hlis conquerd atmes fhall be thy tryumphs light. 


he the world, fo thou ſhalt him ſubdue, 

ad I thy glory through the world will ting. 

o by my pines, thou wilt vouchſaſe to rue, 

nd kill de{paire, With that he whisk't his wing, 
And bad me write, and promilt wiſhed ref, 
Bu ſore I feare falſe hope will be the beſt, 


IN. POEM. 
Or aMeduation v pont he fralty of this life, 


$ toyes that toſſe the braines, 
While loathiome lite doth laſt ! 
0 wiſhed wealth, O ſugred ioyes, 

O life when death is paſſ: 
Vholoaths exchange ot lof!e with gains ? 
Yetloath we death ashell, 


* 
* 


GY ———— 
1 


——— 
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What wofull wight would wiſh his woe ? 
Yet wiſh we here to dwell. 
O fancy fraile that feeds on earth, 
And ſtsyes on ſlipp ty ioyes: 
O noble minde, O happy man, 
That can contemne ſuch toyes. 


Such toyes as neither perfect are, 
And cannot long endure, 

Our greateſt skill, our ſweeteſt ioy, 
Vacertaine and vnſute: 

For life is ſhort, and learning long, 
All pleaſure mixt wich woe, 

Sicknelle and ſleepe, Acale time vnſeene, 

And ioyes doc come and goe. 

Thus learning is but learn'd by halfes, 

And ioy inioy d no while, 


That ſerves to ſhew thee what thou want i, 


This helps thee to beguile. 


But after death is perfect skill, 
And ioy without decay, 

When ſinne is gone that blinds our ey es, 
And ſteales our ioyes away. 

No crowing Cocke ſhall raiſe vs vp, 
To ſpend the day in vaine. 

No weary labour ſhall vs driue, 

- To goe to bed againe. 


But for we feele not what we want, 


Nor know not what we haue, 


— 
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We loue to keepe the bodies lite, 
We loath the ſoule to ſaue. 


— ᷣ— 


X. POEM, 
A Poeſie toprone affe tion is not laue. 


— — —— — 


* 


| Onceic begotten by the eyes, 
Is quickly borne, and quickly dies: 
For while it ſeekes our hezrrs to haue, 
Meane while there reaſon makes his graue: 
For many things the eyes approve, 

Which yet the heart doth ſeldome loue. 


For as the ſeeds in ſpring time ſowne, 
Die in the groundere they be growney 
Such is conceit, whoſe rooting failes, 
As child that in the cradle quailes : 
Orelſe within the mothers wombe, 
Hath his beginning, and his tombe. 


Affection followes Fortunes wheeles : 
And ſoone is ſhaken from her hee les, 
For following beauty or eſtate, 
Her liking (till is turn d to hate. 
For all affections haue their change, . 
And fancic onely loucsto range. 


7 Deſire himſclfe rans out of breath, 
And getting, doth but gaine his death, 
W Dette, 
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Deſire, nor reaſon hath, nor reſt, | 
And blinde doth ſeldome chuſe the belt. 
Deſire attain d is not deſire, 

But as the cinders ot the fire, 


As ſhips in ports deſii d are drownd, 4 
As fruit once ripe, then fals to ground, 1 
E 
0 


As flies that ſeeke for flames, are broughs 

To cinders by the flames they ſought : 

So fend deſire when it attaines, | 
The life expires, the woe temiines. 


And yet ſome Poets faine would proue, v 
Affection to be perfect loue, I 
And that deſire is of that kinde, 1 
No leſſe a paſlionof the minde. A 


As if wilde heaſts and men did ſeeke, 
To like, to loue, to chuſe alike, 


— — — —— — ——— — — — 


XI. POEM. 
2 I to youof all my woes complaine, 


Which you make me endure without releaſe, © 
With ſcornetull ſmiles you anſwere me egaine, 
That lowers true mult beare and hold their peace, 
Deere I will beare, and hold my peace, it you 
Will hold your peace, and beare what I ſhall do. 


[i XII POEM. | 
* 12 by force had Juſtice put to flight, M 
lt Let were there hope ſhe might recurne agaiacy 


— — 
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If lawletle warre had ſhut her vp from ſight, 

Yet lawful! peace might ſoone reſtore her traine. 
But now alas, what hope of hope is leſt, 
When wrongfull death hath her of life bereft 2 


Fhe Sunne that dftenfals, doth often riſe, 

The Moone that waineth, waxeth full with light : 

2 Burt he that death in chaines of darkneſſe tits, 

Can neuer breake the bands of laſting night, 

What then remaines but teares of loſſe to weile, 
In which all hope ot mortall helpe doth faile t 


Wo then ſhall weepe, nay who ſhall tearesref-aing, 
If common harmes mult move the minds of all 3 
Too few are found that wrongfull hearts reſtraine, 
And of too few, too many death doth call. 
Ti:e{- common harmes I waile among the reſt, 


But p: iuate loſſe denies to be expteſt. 


— — D:WöHhH —— 


XIIL POEM, 


— — — 


IF » in the nature of an Epitaph of 
4 friend. 


| FOE. * ſtepdame n ire hath beene ſcant, 
In dealing bear”: es gifts to mee: 
My uit ſhall helpe ſupply that want, 
And skill in ſteed of ſliape (hl! bee. 
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My Nature I confelle is ſmall, = 
And therefore nill I boalt of warre. 


SH. 


My name ſhall fill che heauens and all, 
This skin ſhall rue to hide that skarre. 
My head to beate the helme vnhit, 
My hands vnapt to murther men: 
But little heads oft hold much wit, 
And feeble hands can guide a Pen. 


— — — 


XIIII. POEM, 
Lone contentment. 


Eath is my doome, awarded by diſdaine, 
Alingring death that will not let me die, 
This length of life is lenghtning of my paine, 
And length of paine gets ſtrength of paine thereby: ÞF 
Aud ſtrength of pune, makes paine of longer laſt, N 
Ah who hatlity de my life to paine ſo falt ? rer 


And yet I ſeeme, as if I did but faine, 
Or make my gricfe much greater then I need, 
When as the care to hide my burving paine, 
Wich ſecret ſighes, conſtraines my heart to bleed. 
Vet well I wote, belceu'd I ſhall not be, I 
Vntill by death a proofe thereof you ſee, 


But if this lodge, the witneſſe of my woe, 


Whoſe ſlony wals vnheard my plaints containe, , 
Ha 


—— — 
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Had ſence to feele, and tongue n. y paine to ſlow, 
hich he incloſde, I vtter all n vainc. 
You ſoone ſhould know that moſt I make my mone, 
Alone, if here that loues can be on 


Why ſhould I ſeeke to make my ſhime be one, 
That fooliſh loue is cauſer of tay paine : 
Forgiueme loue) the ſpeech is not mine oe, 
But ſo they ipeake chat thee and thin diſdaine. 
— And I my ſelfe confeſſe my skill:0o ſmoll, 
To plead for loue, and cleere my ſclie ithall. 


What reaſon can tu ſimple wit deuiſe, 
Why bootletle griefe ſhould thus my mind atflict? 
I loue the thoughts, that love it ſelte deſpiſe, 
ſeeke for that ] neuer looke to finde. 
Ofc haue I heard, on whigh Ie hinke 1dis, . 
Thine angry tongue all kind of loue defic. 


8 92 


let is my life vpon thy promiſe ſtaid, 

By which thou hall atſur d me of thy love, 

And though thereby my heate be not allaid, 

No ſtay ot flight, where gaine is ſlill aboue. 
Vet lince thy heart can yeeld to loue no mote; 
Irelt eontent, although I dietherefore, 


Qu Denoproſu neftric t uur tit 


＋ 
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XV. P OEM. 
A repent ant Poems, 


0 | 7 Hough late my heart, yet turne at laſt, 

I | And ſhape thy courſe another way, 
Tis better loſe thy labour paſt, | 
q Then follow on to jure decay. 
What though thou long haue ſtraid awry, | 
In hope of gracefor mercy cry. 


Though weight of ſinne doth prefle thee downe, 
And kcepe thee grou'ling on the ground, 
| Though blac ke diſpaire, with angry frowne, 
Thy wit and judgement quite confound ; I 
Though time and wit haue beene miſpent, V 
Vo 
O 
A 


Vet grace is leftif thou repent, 


Mcepe then my heart, weepe (lill and (till, 
Nay melt co floods of flowing teares, 


Send out ſuch ſhrikes as heau'n may fill, Bi 
And piercethine angry Iudges cares, w 
And let thy ſoule that harbours (in, ET. 
Bleed {treames of blcud to drow ne it in. 0 
1 
Then ſh:ll thine angry Tudges face, 8 
To cheercefull lookes it ſelfe apply, 
Then ſhall thy ſoule be [4 with grace, Fo 
Aud feareot death conliraind to fly. Ot 
Even ſo my God, oh when ? ho long? By 
I would, but ſinne is too too ſtrong. * Na 
rivs 


* 


(tri 
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I Thrive to riſe, ſiane keeps me downey 


1 Ay fron» line, inns followes me, 
M? will doth reach at glories crowne, 
Weake is my 'trength, it will nor he. 

Sce h my frinting Oule doth pant, 

O letthy! Irength ſupply my want. 


- — 


XVI. POEM, 
Umons Jewell. 


D [uers rare Iems in thee O vnion ſhine: 
Firlt ſeauen Margzrits in thy Tewellitand, 
Matildacs three, three lanes of regall line, 
Two v Maries, two Eliz1es, and 

One Isbell., Anne, Sibill, and Margery, 

All roy: Il lems, fer princely ſhine in thee, 


Bur firſt in it doth Agaſia ſhine, 

Who firſt with Durſtusit began to make. 

Then Margret. next of our King Edgare line, 

Whom Malcolme King of Scots to wife did take. 
Whoſe grandehild Mawdeour Empreſſe did conioyn, 
Scots, Saxon, Norman blood in our Kings line. 


For their childe Mawde, our firſt Henry did . 

Ofchem Mild cur ſaid Empreſſe did ſpring: 

By hoſe ſecond husband our Kings di (cany 

Name of gre:t Plantagenct then Scots 1K ing. : 
02 F 


— 
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. Firſt Alexander did Sibilla wed, 7 
Whoſprung from out William Conquerors bed. | 


The third Matildcheir firſt King David married, | © 
Earle Waldoffes daughter, Necceto great K. William: 
Jane our King lohns daughter thither was caried 
By their ſecond Alexander, atter came 

Their third King Alexander who did marry 
Another Margaret, daughter of our third Harry. 


Prom them two did another Margaret ſpring, 

Who by Nor wies Prince a fourth Margret had, ] 

Scots infant Queene: whoin firſt Edward our King: 

To haue married to his Sonne, would haue beene glad. 
So Scotlands Peares would too: her death ſaid nay, 
Which onely this great vnion then did ſtay. 


hough that moſt noble and victorious king, 

This naturall vnion could not then aduance, 

Another he as great t effect did bring 

When he his ſonne married to th heire of Frances 
shell, by whom ſince all out Kings haue claimed 


The aowncot France, which ſome ot the haue gained. F 


- 4 A ww 
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Though this our ſecond Edward did prevent, * 
That he from Scotland did not take luis wife, E 
His diughiter laue pectormed his intent | 
Wich ſecond Dauid {pending there her lite. 

He did the child of ſecond Edward marry, 
As thicd Alexander did of our durd Harry, 


T 
* 


With 
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, | Wihoutiſlue they dyed, then Margery, ms HE 
T bheir firſt King Roberts daughter Bruſe by name, 130 


Scots Queene by birth, muſt needs remembred be: 
From them ſecond Robert, & Iames Stewart from him 4: | 


— — 


1z By whom Lord Stewart did encreaſe his fame, 

Third Robert nam d, whence firſt lames did begin. 0 
A valiant Prince who ſpent his youthfull prime, 4 | 
In martiall deeds, with our ift Henry in France: 1 
To whom our ſixt King Henry in his time, 
Iane our third Edwards grandchild did aduance 
' In marriage, ſhe uf Henry Be wford ſprong, 
2d, Somerſets Earle was vertuous, faire and yong, 


I Fifth Margaret Richmonds Countes forth did bring 
Our ſeuenth Henry, who one diviſion ended, 
Wich Eliza, heire of our fourh Edward King : 
From both whom great'ſt Margaret of all deſcended : 
From whom & fourth lames fiſt Iames Scottiſh king: 
And fromhim Mary Scots laſt Queene did ſpring. 


N 
11 
| 


0 
. 
* . 
| - 
+ 
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ined. Fourth Iames being dead, Margret did Douglas marry, 
They a daughter Margret had, Earle Lyneux wife: 
Whoſe ſonne Lord Darnley married their laſt Mary, 
Of whom comes Charles James finiſher of ſtrife. 
Who with Anne makes vnion by the childleſſe death, 
Ofour Queenes Mary, and Eliz2beth, 
The tareſt pearles, and richeſt Margarits all, 
Vith-# V Vhich euer did in any Iewell ſtand: 
D 3; The 


Of Poems, Boołke I. 
2 lex ell too, and mofi Angelicell, 
Almolt made vp by God and Natures hand, 


By mento be finiſht, to this Iſle ſcut, 
Ihen to be worne for her belt rn: ment. 


XVII. POEM. 
Or Panegrich:to my Soueraigne Lordihe King. 


Rear King, ſince firſtthis lle hy Toues one hand, 
Was ſet apart within great Oceans armes, 

And was appointed by her le lfe tu ſtand, 

Fenc't round about with rockes tom tatrren harmes 3 
Sheinto luadry parts hath ote beene foOrnc, 

And greateſt wounds by her one þlawes hath borne. 


But all the fractions now which man did make, 
Since it in one whole number nature gave, 
Are added vp, and brought to one great (take, 
1d being all ſum'de vp, one totall haue. 
For Brittaine now to all the diuide nd, 
In one whole quotient al doth comprehend, 


For thon the Monarch of chis wellerne lle, 

Now all her ſhiuered parts haſt beoughtt ogether ; : 
Spreading thy Empires wings eight hundred mile 
In length, and fouccin breadi! th, there ſlaying neither. 
Butore old Oceans breafl thy atme doth (tretch 


Through Ireland, making i: to lndiarcach, 0 


oke I. | 


les 


borne. 
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To luda thou the Tribes haſt brought againe, 
' Which by chemſclues did in Satnaria dwell; 


 Inowdride vp, that euery Tribe may well 


) Conqueror of all hearts, all flattries tranſcendent, 
Who hold'ſtit lotſe to take, to giue great gaine. 


— — — — — 


1 


Jordane by thee whoſe ſtreame did runne amaine, 


To other go: thou haſt broke downethe wall, 
Which Adrian made, and which we Picticke call. 


Thou vertues Orbe where Fame is ſlill aſcendent, 
And neuer can ker higheſt auge attaine, 


Ot bountious deeds the euer · running ſpring, 
To many wealth, to all doſt gladneſſe bring. 


The Muſes dearling, who with golden Pen, 
And lilu'red tongue thy princely mind canſt tell, 
In whom learning, a Princes richeſt lemme, 
Both humane, and diuine abounding dwell, 
The great contriverof this triple | le, 
To one Imperiall Diadem and (tile. 


The royall product of the princely Doue, 
Which Englands Noah from peaces Arke ſent forth, 
After warres deluge, who Oliue branch of lone, 
Doſt bring wich thee in thy returne from North: 
How ioyfully did Brittaine reach her hand. 
To take thee int the Arke of tlis her land? 


With great Elizaglory of her one, 
Wonder of future tacs, true Chucches nurſe, 
D 4 Tue 
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T 
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| 4 The ancient faiths tcuiuer, on whom were ſhewne, 
HNHleauens bleſlings, all mens prayers, no mans curſe. 
Fortunes ſauouts Natures wealth Gods high grace, 
The Mutes lodge, all vertues dwelling place. 


Our Sunne did ſet with great Eiizibeth, 

Before night thou anew day-1:ybr adſt bring, 

Our ſummers peace di I clote a her cold death, 

V Vithout warres winter thou renewd'lt our ſpring, 
All our lives ioyes with her dead feem'd to be, 
Before intombde they were reviude by thee. 


Center of royall births, in whom do mcete, 
Lines dra ne from all the noble Canqueors blood, 
= VVhicheuerin any part With warlike tcete, 
Ot this great [les circumference haue ſlood, 
With thy faire Queene, a fea w hither dorunne, 
Streames of all royall blood of Chilter:domne, 


Both royall plants whenceprincely branches ſpring, 
Whercon grow cur belt fruits of hope and ioy, 
Great off-{prings both. of many a Noble King. 

An antidote ſh againſt this lands annoy. 

ln whoſe milde lookes hath princely maieſtic, 

A marriage made With modeſt courteſie. 


She vertues booke bound in a golden cover, 

Wherein nature hath wric with Gods one quill, 

All beauties learning. where thou her true louer, 

Mailt reade ſweete lectures of delight at will. 
And onthe frame of whoſe diuineſt feature, 
All graces ſhine that ean be in a creature. 


Sprung 


ww 


rung 


5 


Gratetull to God did ſeeme more apt to bring, 
peace to this Land with loue and vnity. 


=» — — 
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Sprung of a double, knit to a triple King, 


Sꝛcred beauty makes ſeeme angelicall, 


| Their deatlings, both trueſt theames of all our praiſe. 


ä—̃—E—z— — — OO ͤ——h—̊v — — — — — 


Late quadruple, the holy number, Three, 


Plant royall, ſet by Ian in this land, 
Whoſe anceſtors by Aar heere once did ſtand. 


Thee heauenly wiſedome to the ſtarrs do raiſe, 
Minerua her, thee do call 


Together live and loue, and long do raigne, 
To our, to your, to Gods, ioy, blille and gainc. 


Heere endeth the Poems. 


OGG — — — — — — 
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I, DEVICE, 


A Lottery preſented before the late Queenes 
tejty at the Lord Chancebrs houſe. 


1601. 


— — _ 
=s — 


A Marrinty with a Boxe vuder bid ume, contayning all! 
df ſemerall things followmg. ſuppoſed to come from the { arrici 
came intotbe Preſence finging this Sang | 


Tathia Queene of Seas and Lands, 
| That fortune cuery where commands, 
* Sent forth fortune to the Sea, 
N Io try her fortune cucry May. 
There did I fortune meet, whichi makes me now to (ins 
T here is no fiſhing tothe Sea, nor ſeruice to the King. 


All che Nymphs of Thetis traine, 
Did Cumbia fortunes entertaine: 
Many a lewell, many a lem, 
Was to her fortune brought by them. 
Her fortune ſped ſo well, as makes ine now to ling, 
I here is no fiſhing to the Sea, nor ſetuice to the King, 


Fortune that it might be ſeene, 
That fhe did ſerue a royall Qucene, 
A franke and royall hand did beate, 
1 And caft her tauors cuery where, 
Some toyes fell to my ſhare, which makes me no: to fin; 
1 There ano ffhing to the Sea nor ſervice to the ne. 
De 
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And the Song ended, he vttted this ſhort 


* ſpeech. 
Gd ſane you faire Ladies all: and for my part, if ener 1 be 
brought to anſwere my ſinnes, God jor gine my ſharkingy 
* A1 4% winry to my charge. I ama Aarriner, and am now 


from the ſca;where I had — to light pon theſe 
Yew trifles. I muſt conſeſſe I came but habtly by them. but I ng 
vener had them, but I made a Ow , that as they came to my 
hands by Fortan, ſo | would net part with them but by Fore 
ds tene. Totbat end | ener ſince carried theſe Lotrabout me 
let with fit company | might denide my booty among theme. 
And now (1 thanks y good Fortunes) [ «m1 ligbted inte the 

o fins V compeny of the worldge company of the farreſt Ladyes that 
euer I ſaw. ( ome Lies try your fert anen and if «ry light 


{ arrich 


ng. 

5 pon an vnfertunate Blanke y let ker thirke that Ferinne doth 
but mock her in theſe trifles , and meanes ie pleaſure ler in 
greater matters. 

5 
ng. The Lots. 
1 Fortunes Wheels, 
. Ortune mult now no more on triumph ride, 
The whecles are yours that did her Chariots guide. 
2 A Purſe. 

> (in? 1 ou thrĩue, or would or may, your Lots a Purſe, 
g. Fill it wich gold and you ate nete the works 
An v A 
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— 


3 ACHMagrke. 
Want youa Make, heere Fortune giues you one, 
Let nature giues che Roſe and Lilly none. 
4 Alooking glaſſe. 
Blin1e Fortune doth not ſee h ow taire you be, 
Bat giues a glaſſe chat you your ſelfe may ſee. 
b A Haube rc liefe. 
Whether you ſeeme to weepe, or weepe indeed, 
Thais Hund. kerchiete will ſtan d you well in ſteed. 
6 A plane Ring. 
Fortune doth lend you, hap it well or ill, 
This plaine gold Ring, to wed you to your will. 
7 A Aung with this Pocſie. 
As fuitbfwll as I find. 
Your hand by Fortune on this King doth light, 
And yet the words do hit your humourright. 
8 A parre of Glowes, 
Fortune theſe Gloves to you in challenge ſends, 
For that you loue not fooles that are her friends, 
9 A dozen of Points. 
You are in every point a louer true, 
And therefore Fortune giues the points to you. 
109, A Lace. 
Giue her the Lace chat loues to be ſtraightlac'd, 
So Fortunes little giſt, is aptly plac d. 
11 A paire of Kntues. 
Fortune doth giue theſe paice of Knines to you, 
To cut the thred of loue ift be nat true. 
12 A Gral. 
By Fortunes Girdle you may happy be, 
Bt they that are leile happy are more free, 


The 
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13 Are of writing Tables, 
Theſe Tables may containe your —— part, 
But write not all, thats written in your heart. 
14 Apayreof Garters. 
ough you haue Fortunes Garters, you mult be, 
More [taid and conſtant in your ſteps then ſhe. 
15 A Coife and Creſſecloth, 
rowne in good earneſt, or be ſick in ieſt, 
his Coiſe and Crolſſe · Cloth will become you beſt. 
15 A Srarfe. 
ake you this Scarfe, bind CA hand and foote, 
do louc mult aske you leaue before hee ſhoore. 
17 A Falling Band, 
Fortune would make you rile,yet guides your hand, 
From other Lots to take the falling band. 
18. A Stomacher. 
This Stomacher is full of windowes wrought, 
et naue throughthem can ſee into your thought, 
19 A pure of Sie.. 
heſe Sizzers do your huſwifery bewray, 
ou loue to worke, though you are borneto play, 
20. A Chae, 
Becauſe you ſcorne loves Captiue toremaine, 
ortune hath ſworne to leade you in a Chaine, 
21 Prayer Boote. 
our Fortune may proaue good another day, 
il Fortune come, take you a booke to pray. 
22. A Snaufthn, 
is Summer yet, a Snuftkin is your Lot, 
Zutt'will be winter one day, doubt yoy not. 


okel 


t3 A 


Theft 


—— 
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23. A Fane, 
You loue to ſee, and yet to be vnſeene, 
Take youthis Fanne to be your beauties skreene. 
24. A parecf Bracelets. 


Lady your hands are ſallen into a ſnare, You 

For ( vidi manicles ihe ſe Bracelets are. In g 
25 A Becakin. 

Even with this Eodkin you ma y live vnharmed, — — 


Your beauty is with vertue ſo well armed, 
26 A Necklazce. 
Fortune giues yGur fajie neck this lace to weare, 
God grant a kcavic yoxe it neuer beare, 
27. A Cuſbunt. 
To her that liitle cares what Let ſhe wins, 


Chance gives a little Cuſhinetto {lick pinnes. * 

28. A Dyall. 
The Dyal's yours, watch time lealtir be lolt, Let“ 
vet they mult loſe it that doth x atch ĩt molt, — 


29 AN wrones withablanke Parchment in it. | 
This Nutmeg hols a Blanke,but chance doth hide it: | Let! 


Write your ou nc will and Fortune will prouide it. like 
30 Blonks, Tha 

Wot yernot why F orty ne giues YOu no prize, 

Gcod faiili ſſ e ſaw you not. ſhe wants her eyes. | Cly 

31 Bi Aube. 
Youre ſo daiuty to be pleasz d, God wor, 
Chance knowes not what to giue you fora Lot. H 
2 Blanke. 
Tis pitty ſus hi a hand ſhould draw in vine, And 


Though it giine noughit, yet ſhall it pitty gaine. 
23 
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23 Plaste. 
Nothing's your Lot, that's more then can be told, 
ot nothing is more precious then gold. 
| 24 Blanke, 
You faine would haue, but what you cannot tell. 
In giving nothing Fortune ſerues you well, Sir J. . 


* 2 


II. DEVICE. 


Inſcriptions, 


Theibe. 


E wofull Sires, whoſe cauſeleſſe hate hath bred, 
Griete to your ſelues, death to my loue and me. 
Let vs not be diſ- ioyn d when we are dead, 
Though we aliue conioyn d could neuer bee. 
Though cruell ſlarres denide vs two one bed 
Yet in one tombe vs two intombed ſee. 
Like as the dart was one and one the knife 
That did begin our loue and end our life. 


Clytemneſtra te her ſonne Oreſtes, comming to kill 
her for murchering his father Agamemmon, 


Old hold thy hand, vile ſonne ofviler mother, 
Death I deſerue, but O not by thy knife, 
One parent to reuenge, wilt thou kil tother, 


And giues her death that gaue thee (wretch thy life, 
9 400 | Furies 
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Furies will plague thy murthers exectable, 

Stages will play the, and all mothers curſe thee, 
To wound this wombe or breaſt, how art thou able, 
When the one did beare thee, and the ather nurſe thee? | 


eAhl AX. 


His ſword is mine, or will Leertes ſonne, 
Win this as he Achillerarmour wonne? 
This ſword which you O Greeksoſt bath d haue known 
In Troian bloud, le now bath in mine one. 
This tearefull breſt which all my enemies fierce 
Hue left vnpierſt, now I my ſelfe will pierce, 
So men ſhall ay, Aiax to none did yeeld, 
But t Aiax felfe, and Aiax, Aiax kild. 


ROG LLS. 


Ne common wombe was fit me forth to bring, 
But a pure virgin Prieſt, child to King. 
No mortall -ather worthy was to breede me, 
Nor humane milke was fierce enough to feed me, 
Therefore the God of war by wonder bred me, 
And a Shee. Woife by no leſſe wonder fed me. 
In fine, the Gods becauſe earth was too baſe 
Tentombe me dead, did me in heauen place. 


,NOWNn 


—— 
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Fabricius Curio, who refuſed gold of the Samnites, 
and diſcouereu to King Pyrrhus bis Phyſition that 
offred is poyſon bum. 


Y famous Country values gold farre leſſe, 
Then conquelt braue of ſuch as gold polleſſe. 
To be orecome with wealth I do not vic, 
And to orecome with poyſon I refuſe, 
No hand loues more then mine, to giue to many, 
No hart hates more then mine to take of any. 
With ſo firme ſteele, vertue my mind hath armed, 
That not by gold nor yron it can be harmed. 


21„ ä — 


Cato Viican, Who flew himſelſe becauſe he would not 
fall into Cæſats bands. 


SAR, thouhalt o'recome to thy great fame 
Proud Germanes,valiant Gauls, and Brittons rude, 
omes liberty ( but to thine eternall ſhame) 
nd her great Champion thou halt eke ſubdude. 
Let nether ſhall thy triumphs wich my name, 
ge grao t, nor {word be with my bloud imbrude, 
Though all the conquer d earth do now ſerue thee, 
Cato will dye vnconquered, and free, 
F 9 wid 


FU 


III. DEVICE. 


Onid wentot Mulier. Quid mute re; Vll. 


Tranſleted tiius. 


3 * is lighter then a Feather, 

And the wind more li gat tnen eithen 
But a womans fickle nud, 

More then a Feather, Duſt, or Winde. 


— — „3 


IIII. DEVICE 0 
Or @ Dialegue betweene the Laney and hit 


beart. 


With her whoſe birth the heaucs thẽſelues haue b 
Z. What doſt thou heere? H. Sometimes behold her ſ 
And lodge ſometimes within her chriſtall breſt. 
J. She cold thou hot, how can you then agree? 
H. Not Nature now, but loue doth gouerne me. 


L Obe ce gentle heart, where is thy dwelling place, 
H 


L. With her wilt chou temeine and let me dyet᷑ 
H. li] returne we both ſhall dye tor gricte. 


- — — — —̃ ñz—— — —u———ʒÄʒ7 — 
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L. If ſtill thou ſtay, what ſhall I get thereby, 
H. Ile moue her heart to purchaſe thy relicfes 
I. What if her heart be hard, and (fop his earev ? 
1 Hi. lle ſigu aloud and make him ſoſt with tearea. 


JI. If chat preuaile, wilt thau returne from thente? 
H. Not I alone, my heart ſhall come with me. 
IL. Then will you both live vnder my detence? 
| H. So long as life will let vs both agree. 
T. Whythendeſpaire,goe packe thee hence away, 
H.] liue in hope to haue a happy day. 
N 


v. DEVICE, 


Or a Dialogue betweene a Louer, Death, 


F and Louc, 
Lauer. 

ome gentle death. D. Who calls? Cone that soppreſt. 
place, D. What is thy will? Z. I hat thou abridge my woe, 
aue By cutting off my lite. D. Ceaſe thy requelt, 
Id her fu cannot kill thce yet, L. Alas, why ſo? 
. D. Thon want il thy heart. L. who ſlole that fame away? 
ee? d. Loue hom chou ſeruꝰ il, eutreate him i chou may. 
me, 

Lexer. 

t 


Ome Cupid come. C. Who calleth me fo oft 
L. Thy vailall ttue who thou ſhould know by right, 
E 2 C- What 


And thou O death,when I poſſeſſe my heart, l H 
Diſpach me then at once, D. Alas why fo? | 
L. By promiſe thou art bound to end my ſmart, 

D. But if thy heart teturne, then what's thy woe? 8 
D. That brought from froſt, it neuer will deſire, hg: 


To reſt with me that am more hot then fre. . by 
vii 

Foc 

VI. DEVICE is 

a Th 

Phaleaciachs. Lif 


'F: me nur place did I want, hat held me tongtide? All 
What charmes, what magicall abuſed Altars? 
Wherefore wiſh I ſooft that houre vnhappy, 

When with freedome | might recount my tormenti, 
And plead for remedy by true lamenting, ; 
Dumde, nay dead in a trance l ſtood amazed, N 
When tkole lookes I beheld that late I long d for: 

No ſpeech,no memory,no lite remained, 

Now ſpeech prateth apace, my grieſe bewraying, V 
Now bootletſe memory my plaints remembrech, | 
Now lite moueth againe,but all auailes not, 
Sdeech, liſe and memory die altogether, 
With ſpeech, lil, memory, loue only dics not. 
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.& x VII. DEVICE. 
ſtore 

Phalenciac ke. 


Ho, or where haue I loſt my life? vnhappy 
1% Pead, nor liue am I neither, and yet am both. 
Through deſpaire am I dead, by hope teuiued, 
Weeping wake I the niglit from cuen to morning 
Sighing waſte I the day from morne to euening. 
Teares aredrinketo my thirſt, by teares I thirſt more 
Sighs are meate that I cate,] hunger eating, 
Might I, O that I might refraine my feeding, 
done would eaſe to my heart by death be purchaſt. 
Lite and light do I lack, hen I behold not 
Thoſe bright bea mes of her eye, Apollo darkning: 
Lite and light do ] loſe when I behold them, 
ide? Alas Snow by the Sum reſolu d to water, 
Death and life I receiue her eyes beholding, 
Death and life I refuſe not in beholding, 


ts, | So that, dead or aliue I may behold them. 


| 
Lenuoy in riming Phalencvacks, 
Vi Vſe not Lady, to reade fo ſtrange a Meeter, 
Strange griete, ſtrange remedy for eaſe requireth 
hen ſweete ioy did abound,] writ the ſweeter, 
Now that weareth a ay, my Mluſe retireth. 
In you lies it alone to cure my ſadneſſe, 
And therewith to rcuiue my heart with gladneſſe. 
E 3 Pho 


— 
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VIII DEVICE. 


A 
P halenciach ſs 


VW ſedom warns me to ſhun that once T ſought for, 
And in timeto retire my haſly footſteps. 
Wiſedome ſent from aboue, not carthly wiſedome. 
No ſuch thoughts can ariſe from earthly wiſedome, 
Long, too long haue I ſlept in caſe vneaſie, 

On falſe worldly relicfe my truſt repoſing: 

Health and wealth in a beat,no ſlerne nor anker, 
(Bold and blinde that I was) to Sea be-taking: 

Scarce from the ſhore had I lancht, when all about me, 
Waves like hills did riſe, till helpe from kcauen 
Brought my dhiptothe Port of late repentanec. 


94433 ——— at 
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IX. DEVICE. 


—— — 


An Altar and Sacrifice to diſdaine, for ſreeing him 


from laue. 


it for, f — — 


b q 4 | 7 Muleby thee reſter ats life, 
' 


| Tothee Ds/damegthis Alter rearesy 
| Whereon ſhe offers canſele(ſe Arie, $1 
| Self- ſpending ſighr,and beatleſſe teres. 
—m— 


, 25 | Long [utes in vaine, 
| Hate for good will: | 
me, Stil. dying dase, 
f Tet liumy Hill. 
Selfe- — de, 
Looks —— | 
Will Reaſons grade, 
Deſire of change. 
And laft of all, 
Bade F ancies fires 
i Falſe beanties thral 
; | 7 bat bindes deſire. 
Ar — —— — 
N HAultbeſe I offer to Dildaine, 
| * whom I we from fancy free. 
2 vow that if I lone age, | 


Aly life the ſacrifice | ſpat be, 


— — — — — — | 


Vicimus & denuta m pedil us cal t em. p- 


—_ — —Uä—äĩä— — 


7 Booke * 


— — — 


"pr Upon beginning without making an end. 


{0 Fin, and halfe is done, yet halſe vndone remaines, 
5 40 Je gin that halt & all is done, & thou art cas d of pains 
I e iecond halfe is all againe, ne worke muſt be begun 
ö Thus he that (till begins, doth nothing but by halues. 
And things halfe done, as good vndone, halfoxen are but 
| | (calues. 
4 
1 


—— — — RO 
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XI. DEVICE, 
Or A Pialogue betweene the Sorle and the Body. 


Soule. 

AY my poore ſoule, whom bound in ſinfull chaines, 
| is wretched body keepes agaiuſt my will! 
Bo 7 Ay my poore body, whom tor all my paines, 

Inis Howard Soul cauſcleſſe condemneth (Hill, 

| Sine Cauſcleſle when as thou ſtriu'ſi to fin each day? 
Beh Caoulelcile, when as I ſtriue thee to obey. 
Sonle Thau att the mcancs by which Ifall to ſin, 
Fe T hou r the cauſe that ſetſt ill is meanes a worke 
Jane Ne part of chee that hath not faulty bin. 
| Body | ſhew the poy ſon that in thee doth lui ke. 
| gene 1 hall be pure when fo I part from thee, 

Þeay So wear 1nowgbut that thou ſlaineſt me. 

L 


by 
14 ST 


| 1 y J- 


11 
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XII. DEVICE. 
Saphickes vpon the Paſſion of ¶ Hriſt. 


Atred eternall, furious reueuging, 
Mcrciletle raging, bloody pet ſecuting, 
Scandalous ſpeeches, odious revilings 
Cauſclelle abhorring : 
lues. pious ſcoffings by the very abiecte, 
— Pngcrousthreatning by the Prieſts annointed, 
Death full of torment in a ſhamefull order, 
Chriſt did abide here. 
He that in glory was aboue the Angels, 
hanged his glory for an carthly Carkalle, 
eelded his glory to a ſinfull outcaſt, 
1, Glory refuſing. 
{ethatin bondage many ſinnes retained, 
He for his goodnes, for his onely goodneſſe, 
. Brought from hell torments to the ioyes of heauen, 
Not to be numbred. 
Deal in offences, by his aide reviued, 
Quickned in ſpirit, by the grace he yeeldeth, 
te Sourd then his praiſes, to the worlds amazement 
Thanktully ſinging. 


— 


Ya1ns | 


XIII. DEVICE, 
A Dialogue betwixt the Loxer d hr Ley. 
: 122 my flame ſtill burning, 
Land my conſuming ergviſh, 
Doth 


— — — > — 


4 [ Doch pus great, that life l feele to languiſh, 
TL Then let your heart be moued, 


I To end my gricte and yours, ſo long time proved. 


And quench the heate that my chicte par: ſo fireth, 
Teeldiag the fruit char faithfull loue requireth. 


Her anſwere. 


Weete Lord, your flame ſtill burning, 

And your conſuming anguiſh 
Cannot be more then mine, in which I languifh, 
Nor more your heart is moued, 
To end your gricte and mine, ſo long time proued. 
Bur if I yeeld, and fo your loue decreaſeth. 
Then I my louer loſe, and your loue ceaſeth. 


[onors. 
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A DEVISO. 
, | De lapſu hominis in Adam. 


P Anper amal ili && wenerabrtt oft benediftur, 
"ues matil is ua, off HES 
| ns bona n gligit, 8 mala dilig u, un rat ab1(ſum. 
Ne potentia, nella peenrre [noerat ioſum, 
1111 1moabilss, inſatiability average, 
Hi v1 me-gituy, hoerida cerntur m imago. 
Ur miſeral 1/13 Enaque flebilis hoc ſubiernnt, 
Fic eruClamine, per [#4 ru, cum erer unt. 
Inſſa Det p1a,1%ſſa ſalulvis fitenmſſext, 
Dir neque ſamma, nec («a (emmaymorte perrſſent, 
Sed quia ſpernere in fſaque ſoluere new tumuere, 
Vers grants irrmit, bec merits ſuit, & periere. 
larua mortit paſſio fart orimen cermm, 
Attn ori ſemina mor 1, tet que mailer um. 
A parenter, atque ſequentes cups peremit, 
Arne ptarum delicious murus deut. 
Flebile ſatum dang crmctatarn, danſque delorem, 
Ja mcrent1 perdere ants 18011 homer. 
Eft data ſenam canſe per I nar por dutoxns, 
Dum meliorem ſperat honorem voce cet, 
4 © Hee male credentnos quoque ledeny cim ine magney 
Omnia triſti ſubdidut is ſæc ula damns, 
Strps miſeror mm plena doleram poſtea cremt, 
Hu queque domru pluribus anms ſabdita icant, 
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1 | De reſtitutione hominis per Chriſtum. | 
$ QEdDenrownipetens qui verbo cunila cream, * 
| 1 Sic cecidiſſe dolent bomine; ques ſemper amanit, J ( 
Ie ſunm verbum tranſwnſit ad inſi ma mund, Fo 
© Exmbibur miſeru aperire dam redeunds, 

| Fuliuzergo Des deſcendu ab ace ſuperna Th 

Nunquam deſcelen; a mairftate paterna, | 
Qui cor pus ſument animatuw, numine ſaluo ru 
Proceſſit natus ſacre de virgins aluo. 
Fern; homo, ver uſque Deut, bius & miſcrater, Fo 
Derut ſalnator, neflr eque ſalutir amator, 
Spore ſua moriens mortem moriends per cmit T 
Et ſic perpetua miſeror a morte redemit, 
N amque pia de morte reſurgeut, vt Les forty, D 
Reftunu vitam proftrato prone pe mor tis. 

T 


Of the fall of man in Adam. 


f the E poaore man belou'd, for vertue approu'd, 

rigntbletlcd is he, 

Where couttous chu who neuer hath enoug'1, 
accur ſed ſhall be. 

Who goodneſſe teiecteth, and euill aftceth, 
ſhall tall in the pit, 

No plenty of pence, ſhall fiee him from thence, 
no power Nor wir. 

Boch vnrepiilible and vnfatiable, 
that g lohn will zppeate, 


lmbog 4 
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imbog d he ſhall be, where nought he ſhall ſee, 
but horror and feare, 
Adam vnſtable, and Eue variable, 


the very firſt time, 
By falling from God, deſerued this rod, 
(O horrible crime,) 
For had they adheredto God, and him fearcd, 
by keeping his reede, | 
Then death bad not come on, the man or the 
or any their ſeede. (woman, 
| But when asche man, from Gods will began, 
baſely to reuolt, 


For his grievous ſinne, death came ruſhing in, 
and on him laid holt: 
This was the great crime, whichat the firſt time, 
by craft of the deuill, 
Did bring in the ſeed, of ſickneſſe and need, 
and all other euill: 
This was the Ginne, which firſt did begin, 
our parents to kill, 
And heauenly food, prepared for our good, 
did vtterly ſpill. 
| Vahappy the fate, which firſt ſuch a ſtate, 
ſuch ſorrow did bring, 
Tohim that had loſt, ſo much to our colt, 
our heauenly King, 
The credulous Lue, twas ſhe that did giue, 
the cauſe of ſuch evill, 
Hoping that honor, would come more vpon her, 
eceiued by the deuill. 
J Belecuing 


4 
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Beleeuing of him, did make her to ſinne, 
to all our great loſſe, 

For minkinde're ſence, receiued from hence, 
an horrible crolle. 

For all che Nations, through all generations, 
which after haue becne, 

With griefe of their heart, haue caſted the ſmart 
of that primitive ſinne. 


— — _ - - — v—L¾ —— — — 


Of the refloring of man by Chris. 


= Ioue omnipotent, al! things 
by his word who created, 
Gricuing man to be falne, 
whoſe loue was in him fo innated, 
Sent from aboue his word, 
for man to prepare a retuenir'2 
Theace, where elſe had he lien, 
through all eternity burning. 
So Gods onely begotten Sonne, 
came done to redeeme vs, 
Yet did he (ill him ſelte, 
his fathers glory betceme vs. 
A body form'd with a ſoule, 
to his diuinicy taking, 
And to be borne of a virgin, 
his humanicy making. 
Borne very God, very man, 
he a mau God, mercitall, holy, 
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Purchaſed our ſaluation, 
was our Saviour wholy. 
For by his willing death, 
| hedeaths ſelſe whely defeated, 
And ſo vs all from eternall death, 
by death rebegetted, 
Frum death againe riſing, 
he deaths Prince mightily maimed, 
Whereby his one from death, 
to eternall life he regained, 


The end of the firſt Boole. 


THE 
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8 * ZN DEEDS 
Pty D 


THE 
SECOND BOOKE OF 


Sonets and Canzonets. 


w =. Aw wwr ucAc7t 


I, SONET. 


VV traitrous Photine, Cæſar did preſent 
Wich his great riuals honourable head, 

He taught his eyes a ſtreame of teares to ſhed 
Hiding in his talſe heart his true content. 


— — 
> Jn OA 


And Hanniball when Fortunes ballance light, 
Raiz'dlow brought Rome and ſwaid proud Carthage 
While all but he, bewail'd their yeelding town (downs, 
He laught to eaſe his ſwelling hearts deſpight. 


Thus cunning minds can maske with divers art, 
Griefe vnder tained (miles, Joy vnder teares, 
Like Hannibail I cannot hide my feares, 

Serting cleare lookes vpon a cloudy heart. 

But let me ioyes enioy, Deere you ſhall try, 
Cæſ hid not his ioyes fo well as J. 


II. SONET, 


—_ 
—— _—— .. 
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2 II. SONET, 
While Loue in you did liue, I onely liu d in you, 
W᷑ile you for me did burne, for you alone | burned, 
While you did ligh for me, for you I ſigh and mourned, 
Till you prou'd falſeto me, to you | was moſttrue. 
F [ur ſince love dicd in you, in youl liue no more, 
Your heart a Seruant new, mine a new Saint enioyeth : 
My light off&ds your cies, mine eies your ſight annoieth 
| Since you held me in ſcorne, by you ] ſet no ſtore. 
et if dead Loue, if your late flames returne, (ſure, 
If you lament your change, & count me your ſole trea- 
* My loue more freſh ſhall ſpring, my flame more bright 
pring, my 
(ſhall burne. 
le loue none elſe but you, & loue you without meaſure, 
not (vntrue) farewell: in ſand lle ſow no gtaine, 
Nor plant my loue but where loue yeelds me loue againe. 


age Os ©5157 


III. SONET. 
OWng 


To Nliſtreſſe Diana, 
Habus of all the Gods 1 wiſh to be: 
Not of the world to haue the ouerſeeing: 
For of all things in the worlds circuit being 
One onely thing I alwaies wiſh to ſee, 

ot of all hearbs the hidden force to know, 

For ah my wound by herbes cannot be cured : 
Not in the Sky to haue a place atlured, ' 


For my ambition lics on carth below, 
F Not 


— 


at 
1 
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Noc to be Prince of the Celeſtiall quire, a 
For Lone Nimphprizemore then all the Muſes: 
ok Not with his bow to offer Loue abuſes, 
will For I Loues vaſſall am, and dread his yre. 
Baut chat thy light from mine, might borrow'd be, 
And faire Dianamightfhinevader me. k 
0 1 
110 — * 18 
IIII. SONEF. | 3 
Dedication of theſe Rimos to bit firs Lowe. - 
1 
F my harſh humble ſtile, and rime: ill dreſſed, Di 
Arrive not to ee worth and beauty glorious, Ye 
My Muſes ſhoulders gre with weight oppreſſed, For 
And heau'nly beames are ore my hight victorious. Be 
If theſe dimme colours haue your worth expreſſed, Þ By 
Laid by louers hand, and not by Art laborious, Ca 
Your Sun-likeraics haue my wits harueſt blefled, Th 
Enabled meto make your praiſe notorious. 
But if alas ! (alas ! the heauens defend it,) ha 


My lines your eics, my loue your heart diſpleafing, 
Breede hate in you, and kill my hope of eaſing: 

Say with your ſelſe, how can the wretchamend it? 

1 wondrous faire, he wondrous dearely louin 

How can his thoughts but make his pen be mouing? 


- a 
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V. SONET. 
That be cannot bide or diſſemble his aFellion. 


[ Bend my wits, and beate my weary braine, 
To keepe my in werd griefe, from outward ſhow, 
Alx I cannot; nowtisvaine I know, 
To hide a fire, whole flame appeareth plaine, 

I force my will, my ſenſes I conftraine, 
Timpriſon in my heart my ſecret woe, 
But muſing thoughts, deepe ſighes or teares that flow, 
Diſcouer what my heart hides, all in vaine. 
Yet blame not (Deere) thisvndifſembled paſſion : 
For well may loue, within ſmall limits bounded, 
; Be wiſely maskt in a diſguiſed faſhion. 
ed, ¶ But he, whoſe heart, like mine, is throughly wounded, 
Can neuer faine, no though he were aſſured, 
That faining might haue greater grace procured. 


— — ä—ͤ—Ü—— —— ¶ — — — — — — 


VI. SONNET. 


Upon his abſence from her. 


| T He faireſt eie, (O cies in blackneſſe faire) 
That euer ſhin de, and tha moſt heauenly face, 
Thedaintieſt ſmiling, the moſt conquering grace, 
And ſwecteſt breath that ere petſumd che zy te, 
Thoſe cherry lips, whoſe kill: mj ht well repaire 
& 


A 


—_ 77 


— th 
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A dead mans ſtate that ſpeech did diſplace 

All meane deſites, and all affections bale, 

Clogging ſwift hope, and winging dead deſpaire, 
That ſnow-white breaſt, and all thoſe faultleſſe features, 

Which made her ſeeme a perſonage diuine, 

And farreexcelling faireſt humaine creatures, 

Hath abſence baniſht from my curſed eine. 

But in my heart, as ina mirror cleare, 


All theſe perfections to my thoughts appeare. 


O>| OS} 


VII. SONET. 


A 
Upon preſenting her with the ſpeech of Grayes-Inne Make, | 
at the Court, 1594. conſiſting of three parti. The ftory of 1 
Proteus transformations , the wonders of the adamantine} © 
Rocke, and a ſpeech to her Al ueſtie. 
\ 

: 

1 

/ 

| 


VV Ho in theſe lines may better claime a part, 
That ling the praiſes of the maiden Queene, 
Then you faire {v.ecte, that onely Soueraigne beene, 
Of the poore kingdome of my taichfull heart? 

Or to whole view ſhould I this ſpeech impart, 
Waere th Adamantine rocks great power is ſhowne: 
But to your conq'ring eyes, whoſe force once kgowne 
Maxes cuen yron hearts loath then to part ? 

Or h f Proteus ſundry tranformations, 

y better ſend you the new-fained Story, 
Then I whole love vnfain'd felt no mutations, 
vince to be yours | firſt receiu'd the glory? 


Accept 


—*F Bookell. 


atures, 


Harde, 
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Accept then of theſe lines, though meanely pend, 
So fic for you to take, and me to ſend. 


VV 


Wake Pittie, wake, O do no morepr 


VIII. SONNET. 
To Pitie. 


Ake Pitie, wake, for thou halt ſlept too long, 
Within the T'ygriſh heart of that fierce faire, 
Who ruines molſt, where molt ſhe ſhould repaire 


And where ſhe owes molt right, — wrong. 


ong 
Thy needfull helpe! but quickly here my ptay re 
Quickly (alas) for otherwiſe deſpaire 

Zy guilty death, will end my guiltleſſe wrong, 


Sweete Pittie, wake, and tell my cruell ſweete, 


That if my death her honour might encreaſe, 
I would lay downe my lite at her proud feete, 
And willing dye, and dying hold my peace. 


And onely liue, and living mercy cry, 
Becꝛuſe her glory in my will die. 


IX. SONET. 
pon her acknowledging bus deſart, yet reis ling 
bus affefhan, 


2 


F loue conĩoyn d with worth and great defart, 
Merit like loue in euery noble mind, 


Why 


bw 4 


| | 
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Why chen doe you ſtill ſo cruell find? = T 
To whom you do ſuch praiſe of worth impart. It 


And it (my deere) you ſpeake not om your heart, 
To hainous wrongs you do together bind, 
To ſeeke with glozing words mine cics to blind, | 
And yet with hatefull deeds my loue to thwart. 
To want what one deſerves engtieues his paine, 
Becauſe it takes away all ſelfe accußng: 
And vnder kindeſt words to make diſdaine, 
Is to a vexed ſoule too muchabuſing. 
Then ii it be falſe, ſuch gloling — refraine: 
It true, O then let worth his worth obtaine. 


X. SONNET. 
Fler auſwere is the ſame Romer. 


— your ſond loue want worth and great de ſart, 
Then blame your ſelſe that you me cruell find: 
If worthalone moue noble mind, 
Why to no worth ſhould I my loue impart ? 
And if the leſſe to grieue your wounded heart, 
ſeeke your dazled cies with words to blind, 
To iuſt disfauour I great fauour bind, 
With deeds and not with words your loue to thwart: 


The freeing of your mind from ſelfe accuſing, 
Then 


By granting your deſarts ſhould eaſe your paine, 
And Gace love is your fault t were ſome abuſing, 
With bitter words tenuenome much diſdainę. 
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Then if t be true, all gloſing I refraine, 
If falſe, why ſhould not worth worths due obtaine. 


— — 
— 


| XI. SONET. 


pos ber comming ( though weft rudeſeruedhy 
i — Sores "iy Som 


Raiſc you thoſe barren Rimes long ſince compoled? 
Which my great Loue. her greater cruelty, 
My conſtant faith, her falſe vnconſtancy, 
My —_ ſtile, hero re prais de worth diſcloſed, 
o, f loud a ſcorneſull Dame fo deerely: 
If my wilde yeares did yeeld fo firmus affection: 
If her Moone-beames, ſhort of your Suns perſection, 
Taught my hoarſe Muſe (as you ſay) 7 — 
How much, how much ſhould I lous and vou, 
Diuineſt Creature if you deign'd to loue me ? 
What beauty, fortune, time euer moue me 
In theſe ſtaid yearesto like ought elſe before you ? 
And O |! how ſhould my Muſe by you inſpired 2 
Make heauen and earth reſound your praiſe admired. 


My then greens Heart ſo brightly did eflannes 


vart: 


F 4 XI1 SON» : 


Of Sonets, Booke II. 


XII. SONNET. 


To 4 worthy Lord ( now dead) vpon preſenting him ſar 
4 New-jeares-gift, with Cæſars Commentaries 


and Cornclius Tacitus. 


YYOrthily famous Lord, whoſe vertues rare, 
Set in the gold of neuer ſtain d Nobility, 
And noble mind ſhining in true humility, 
Make you admit d of all that vertuous are: 
If as your Sword with enuy imitates 
Great Cæſars ſword in all his deeds victorious, 
So your learn d Pen would ſtriue to be glorious, 
And write your Acts perſorm d in forreine States; 
Or if ſome one with the dee pe wit inſpit d, 
Of matchleſſe Tacitus would them hiftorifie, 
Then Czfars works ſo much we ſhould not gloriſie, 
And Tacitus would be much leſſe deſir d. 
But till your ſelfe, or ſome ſuch put them forth, 
Accept of theſe as Pictures of your worth. 


XIII. SONNET. 


He demaundi perdon for looking, lowing, 
and writing. 


1 not ( ſweete Saint) let not theſe lines offend you, 


Nor yet the meſlage that theſe lines impart: 


— 


wry 


he 
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The mellage my vnſained Loue doth ſend you, 

Loue, which your ſelſe hath planted in my heart. 
For being charm'd by the bewitching art 

Oftholc inueagling graces which attend you, 

Loucs holy fire makes me breath _— 

The never-dying flames my breſt doth lend you. 
Then if wy Lines offend, let Loue be blamed, 

And it my Loue diſpleaſe, accuſe mine Eyes: 

If mine Eyes ſinne, their fins cauſe, only lies 

On your bright eyes, which haue my heart inflamed, 
Since eyes, loue, lines, erre then by your dire ction, 
Excuſe mines eyes, my Lines, and my affection. 


—— — 


XIIII. SONET, 


Lone and Iuſtice puniſhable only with 
like lone, 


BY: if my lines may not be held excuſed, 
Nor yet my Loue find fauour in your Eyes, 
But that your eyes as Tudges ſhall be vicd, 
Euen of the fault which from themſelues doth ariſe, 
Yet this my humble ſuite do not deſpiſe, 
Let me be ĩudged as I ſtand accuſed, 
If but my fault my doome do equalize, 
What ere it be, it ſhall not be reſuſed. 
And ſince my loue already is expteſled, 
And that I cannot ſtand vpon — , 
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I freely put my ſelie vpon my tryall, 

Let Juſtice judge me as I haue confeſſed: 
For if my doome in iuſtice ſcales be wayed 
With equall loue my loue mult be repayed. 


— — 


XV. SO NET, 


He calls hir care e yet, a ud heart at witneſſes of ber ſweet voice ' 


beaviy , andinward vert nous perfettions, 


Yemen thy fare, and great thy wits perfection, 
So faire alas, ſo hard to be expreſt, 
Thatif my Pen ſhould neuer reſt, 
It ſhould not blaze thy worth, but my affection 
Yet let me ſay, the Muſes make election 
Of your pure mind, there to erect their neſt, 
And that your face is ſuch a flint-· hard breſt, 
By force thereof, without force feeles ſubiection. 
Witneſſe mine eare rauiſut when you it heares, 
Witneſſe mine eyes rauiſht when you they ſee. 
Beauty and vertue, witneſſe eyes and cares, 
In you (ſweete faint) of equall ſoueraignty. 
But if nor eyes, nor carcs can proue it true, 
Wieneſſe my heart, ther s none that equalls you, 
How they make my poore heart at once to dwell, 
In fte and froſt, in heauen and in hell. 
| | Praiſe 
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II. Bocke Il. Of Sonets. 71 
ut XVI, SONET. 


Pras/e of ber eyes excelling all c on, 


| Bend my wit, but wit cannot deviſe, 
' AWords fic to blaze the worth, your eyes containes 


Tor they in worthexecede the name of eyes. 

voice | Eyes they be not, but worlds in which there lyes, 

More bliſſe then this wide world beſides containes. 

Worlds = be not but (lars, whoſc influence raignes, 

Over my life and lives ſelicities. 

Stars they be not,bnt ſuns, whoſe preſence drives, 
Darkeneſſe from night nd doth bright day irmpart; 

| duns they be not, which outward heate deriues, 
But theſe do inwardly in flame my heart. 

Since then in Earth, nor Heauen, they equal'd are, 

] muſt confelle they be beyond compare. 


a — — 


XVII. SONET. 
{ ontention of Lowe and Reaſon for bu het. 


R Eaſon and love lately at ſhife contended, 
10 Whole _—_ it was to haue my minds protection 
| Reaſon on his ſide Natures will pretended, 
Loues title was my Miltrelle rare petſe ion, p 
| O 


* Whoſe nameleſſe worth, their worthles name dildains, ; 
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Of power to end this firife, each makes election, 
Reaſons pretence diſcourſiue thoughts defended, 
But loue ſoone brought theſethoughts into ſubiection 
By beauties troopes which on my daint depended, 
Let ſince to rulethe mind was Reaſons duty 

On this condition it by loue was rendred, 
That endleſſe praiſe by reaſon ſhould be tendred, 
As due tribute to her conquering beauty. | 
1/31! Reaton waspleaſde withall, and to loues royalty \ 
14; Hepledg'd my heart, as hoſtage for his loyalty, 


XVIII. SONNET. 
That foe bath greater power euer bit happineſſe and life , then 


either Fortune, Fate,or Stars. 


. . Et fate my Fortune, and my ſtars conſpire. 
Ioyntly to poure on me their worlt diſgrace: 

So [ be gracious, in your heauenly face, 

Il weigh not Fates, nor Starres, nor Fortunes yre, 
T'is not the influence of heaueas tte, | 

Hath power to make me bleſſed in my tace, 

Nor in my happineſſe hath Fortune place, 

Nor yet can Fate my poore lifes date expire. 

T your fire eyes my Starres all blitle do giue, 

Ti your diſdaine my Fate hath power to kill, 

Tis you (my Fortune) make me happy liue, 

Though Fortune, Fate, and Starres conſpire mine = 

ien 


hen 


cn 


— 
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Then (blefſed Saint) into your fauour take me, 
Fortune, nor Fate,nor Stars can wretched make me. 


XIX, SONET. 
Of bus Ladies weeging. 


VV Hat neede | ſay how it doth wound my breſt, 
By tate to be thus rauiſit from thine eyes 
Since your owne teares by me doth ſimpathize, 
Pleading with ſlow departure thereto reli? 
For when with flouds oftcares they were o 
Ouer thoſe Iuory bancks they did not riſe, 
Till others enuying their felicities, 
Did preſſe them forth, that they might there beare reſt, 
Some of which teares, preſt forth by violence 
Your lips with greedy kiſſing ſtraight did drinke: 
And otherſome vnwilling to part thence, 
Inamour'd on your cheekes in them did linke, 
And ſome which from your face were forc'd away, 
In ſigne of loue did on your garment (ty. 
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XX. SO NET. 
He paints ont bu torment. 


Weete, to my curſed life ſorne fauour ſhow, 
Or let me not (accurlt) in liſe remaine: 
Let 


— 
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Since ſence doth only yeeld me ſence of woe, 
For now mine eyes —— your frownes do know, 
Mine eares heare nothing elſe but your diſdaine, 
My lips taſte nought but teares, and ſmell is paine, 
Baniſht your lips, where Indian Odour grow. 
And my deuoted heart your beauties ſlaue, 
Feeles nought but ſcorne, oppreſſions and diſtreſſe, 
Made eu 'n of wretchednefle the wretched cane, 
Noa, too too waetched for vild wretchedneſſe. 
For euen fad ſighs. as loathing there to reſt, 
Struggle for pallage from my griefe · ſwolne breſt. 


1 | | Let not my ſences ſenceof life reraine , 
100 
| 


Hu ſighs and teares are bootleſſe. 


| Haue intreated, and I haue complayaed, 

haue diſprais d and prayie I likewiſe gaue, 
All meancs to win her grace I tryed haue, 
And ſtill I loue,and ſtill I am diſdained, 

So long I haue my tongue and Pen conſtrained, 
To praiſe:diſpraiſe, complaine, and pitty ctaue, 
That now nor tongue nor Pen, to me her flaue 
Remaines, whereby her grace may be obtained 

Yet you (my lighs) may purchaſe me reliefe, 
Aad ye (my teares) her reckey heart may moue: 
Therefore my (ighs figh in her care my griefe, 
And in her heart my tcares imprint my toue: 


lf XXI. SONET, 
| 
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But 


ke IL FBooke I. Of Somers, 75 


Bur ceaſe vaine hghgcealc:ceaſe ye fruitlelle reares, 
Teares cannot pierce her heart, no lighs her carcs, 


—— — 
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_; XXII. SO NET. 
Her bea males bus line exen in deſpaire. 


Ounded with griefe, I weep, and ſigh and plaine 
Werne — 
— — vive agsinſtte flood + 
griefe for griefe and painefor | 
Let though — my teares my — uy | 
Leung in ſorrow where they ſtood 
And thou ——— gp my loud, 
Fot loue deſeru d, rea waeren 
And — — 
At your remorceleſſe heart — feds 
Vet ſuch (alas) ſuch is — 
Charming my ſence chat though this bell I feele, 
Though neither plaints, nor ſighs nor tears can move you, 
Yer mult I ſtill perſiſt euer to loue you. 


— — — — —— — — — — ES — — — 


XXIII. SONET, 


Why her lit yeeld his no word of comfort. 


. Oz del plaine,and ſhe m . — doth reade, 
Which iu black colours do paint forth my woe, 
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So that of force ſhe mult my ſorrow know: 
And know, for her diſdaine my heart doth bleede. 
And knowledge muſt of force ſome pitty breede, 
Which makes me hope ſhe will ſome favour ſhow, 
And from her ſugred lips much comfort low 
Into mine cares my heart with joy to ſeede: 
Yee chough ſhe reades, and reading knowes my grieſe 
And knowledge moues her pitty my diſtrelle, 
Vet do her lips, ſweete lips take no reliefe. 
Much do I muſe, but find no cauſe in this, 
That in her lips her heauenly lips that bliſſe them, 
Her words loth thence to part, ſtay there to kille them. 
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XXIIII. SONNET. 
Compar1/on of bit heart to a tempeſt beaten Ship. 


Ik: a Sea toſſed Barke with tackling ſpent, 
And ſlats ob{cur'd his watry iournies guide, 
By loud tempeſtuous winds and raging tide, 
From waucto waue with dreadfull fury ſent, 
Fares my poore heart, my heat: rings being rent, 
And quite diſabled your fierce wrath to bide, 
Since your fiire eyes my (tars themſelues do hide, 
Clowaing their light in frownes and diſcontent: 
For from yourfrownes do ſpring my ſighs and teares, 
Teares flow like ſeas, and ſighs like winds do blow 
Whole ioyned rage moſt violently beares 
My tempeſt beaten heart from woe to woe, 
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And 
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Andif your eyes es ſhine not that may ſhunie, 
de. On rocke, deſpaire, my fighs, my teares will rugit, 


ow, . 1 
XXV. SONET, 
riefc That be cannot leae to loweyhowgh commanded. 


2 can my loue in equity be blamed, 
— to — — it ne re obtaine, 
Jy Since though her face and voyce will merefraine, 
them, Yet by her voyce andface I am inflamed? 
For when (alas) her face with frownes is framed, 
To kill my —— to reuiue my paiue: 
And when b. e commands, but all in vaine, 
That loue beck leaue to be, and to be named: 
Pe Her Syren voyce doth ſuch inchantment move, 
And though ſhe frowne, eu'n frownes ſo louely make 
That I of force am forced (lill to loue. (hcg 
Since that I muſt and yet cannot forſake her, 
My fruitleſſe prayers ſhall ceaſe in vaine to moue her: 
But my devoted heart ne re ceaſe to loue her, 


A — 
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XXVI. SONET. 
He defires lean to write of bis Lone, 
Vit my deuoted heart deſiſt to loue her? 


Not loue I may, but j may not contelle it, 
G What 


| _ — ——— mem. men. , — — —_ 2 
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What harder then loue, and yet depreſſe it? 
Loue malt conceal d. doth molt it felte diſcouer. 
Had I no Pen to ſhe that [ approue her, 
Were I tongue · tide that I might not addreſſe it? 
In plaints and p:ayers vntai ned to exprelle it, 
Vet could not my deepe affection couer. 
Had I no Pen my very teares would ſhew it, 
Which write my true affæction in my face. 
Were I tongue: tide, my (ighs would make her know it, 
Which witnetle that I grieue at my diſgrace. 
Since then, though ſilent, l my loue diſcoucr, 1 
O let my pen haue leane to ſay I loue her! 


—ů — — — w 
XXVII. SONET, 1 


That time hath wo powry to cu or dim Ar 
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"line waſtethi ye. res,and months, and daies & hour M 
Time doth comme fame, tiches, wit and ſlrength, | w 
Time kils che preeneit herbes. and ſweeteſt flowers, $, 
Time weares out duch, and beauties pride at length, l 
Time maketh cuery tree ta dye end rot: 
Time tus nec oft dur pleaſure into paine. 
Time cauſeti wars and wrong to be forgot, 
Time cleercstheskye that ſi ſt hung full of taine. 
Time boi ings to noughit the mightict? Princes late, 
ia bringe a Diva from new teſolued ſnow, . 
ime 
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Time calmes the Sea where rempelts roared late, 
Time cares hat oe te the M one doth fee below: 
Vet ſh Il no time vpon my heart prevatle, 
Nor any time ſhall make my loue to taile, 
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XXVIII. SONET, 
Of the Mun. 


Ookehow the pale Queene of the ſilentnight, 
Doth cauſe the Ocean to attend vpon ker, 
And he as long as ſheis in his light, 
With his full tide is ready her to honor: 
But when the ſiluer wagon of the Moone 
Is mounted vp ſo high he cannot follow, 
The fea cals home his chriſtall waues to moue, 
And with low ebbe doth maniſeſt his ſorrow; 
$a you that arc the ſoueraigne f my heart, 
Have all my ioyes attending on your will, 
My ioyes lowebbing when you doe departy 
When you returne,their tide my heart doth fill 
do as you come,and as you doe depart 
loyes ebbe and flow within my tender heat. 
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Tat loue ouly made him Poet, and that all ſorts of uerſei 
both in r ime and meaſure agree with bis Lady, F 


XXIX. SONET, 


82 me men they ſay, are Poets borne by kind, 
And ſucke that ſcience from their mothers breſt, 
An eaſie art that comes with fo great reſt, 

And happy to men ſo good hap aſſign d. — 
In ſome deſire of praiſe enflames the mind, 

To clime with paine Parnaſlus double creſt: 


Some hope of rich rewards hath ſo poſſeſt, 
That gold in Caſtell ſands, they ſeeke to find. 1 
Me, neither nature hath a Poet made, Al 
Nor loue of glory mou d to learne the trade, 0 
Nor thirſt of gold perſwaded me te write: Ti 
For Natures graces are too fine for me, By 
Praiſe likc the Peacock prides her ſelfe to ſee, * 
Deſire of gaine the baſeſt minds delight. T 
"op | 4 In 
In 
XXX. SONET. Al 
VV Hat mou d me thent᷑ ſay loue for thou canſi tell. 5 
Ofthee I lcarn'd this skill, if skill I haue. ( 


Thou knowlt the Muſe, whoſe helpe [| alwaics craue, 

Is none of thoſe that on Parnallus dwell, 

My Muſe is ſuch as doth them all excell, 

They all co her alonetheir cunning gꝛue, 1 
0 


To ling, to dance, to play, to make ſo braue, 

Thrice threefold graces her alone befell. 

From her do flow the ſtreames that water me, 

Here is the prailc it Ia Poet be. 

Her only looke both will and skill doth 

What maruell then if I thoſe lawesrefuſe, 

Which other Poets in their making vie, 
Since by her looks I writ, by which ] live? 


XXX. SONET, 


Hus am l free from lawes that other binde, 
Who diuers verſe to diuers matter frame, 
All kind of ſtiles do ſerue my Ladies name, 
What they in all the world in her I find. 
The lofty verſe doth ſne her noble mind, 
By which ſhe quencheth loues inraged flame: 
Sweet Liricks ling her heauenly beauties fame, 
The tender Elege ſpeakes her pitty kind, 
In mournefull Tragicke verſe for her I dye, 
In Comicke ſhe reuiues me with her eye, 
All ſerue my Goddeſſe both for mirth and mone, 
Exch looke ſhe caſts doth breede both peace and ſtrite, 
Exch word ſhe ſpeakes doth cauſe both death and life, 
Out of my ſelte I liue in her alone. 
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XXXII, SONET. 


Deſire bath congvered reueuge. 


VV: by deſire I yeelded to diſdaine, 
Who call d revenge to worke my ſpice thereby, 


Raſh wasreuengeand ſware, Deſire ſhould die, 
No price nor prayer his pardon might obtain. 
Downero my heart in rage he halls amaine 
And ſtops each pallaze,leaſt Deſire ſhould flye: 
Within my cares di{dainetull words di1 lie, 2 
Proud lookes did keepe mine eyes with ſcornful traine 
Deſire that earſt but flickred in my breſt, 
And wanton like now prickt now gave me reſt, 
For feare of death ſunkedeeper in my heart. 
There raignes he now, and there will raigne alone 
Deſire is — gives part to none, 
Not he from me, nor I from him can fart, 
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XXIII. SONEx. Ti, 
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Te lureger, Lu 
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Nhappy eyerthe cauſer of my paine, * 
{ Y Ihatcomy ſoe betraid my ſltongeſſ hold 
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wherein he like a tyrant now doth raigne 
And boſts of winning that which reaſon fold, 
Loo late you call for helpe to me in vaine, 
Wholoue hath bound in chains of maſſie gold 
The reares you ſhed increaſe my hot delire, 

As water on the Smithie kindles fire. 

The ſighs that from my heart aſcend, (breſt, 
Lłe wind diſpearſt the flame throughout my 
No part is left to harbuor quiet rell, 

burne in fite and do not ſpend: 
Like him whoſe — ma, 
The vulture ſtill doth gnaw, 


XXXIIII. SONET. 
Ten Fact to Philomel. 


Sonct 1. 


pen Loues entring by the ce. 


Fedid I heare our eyes the paſſige weare, 
Os which Loue entred to aſſaile our hearts 
T ricrefore | garded them and void of icare 
Neglected the defence of other parts. 

Loue knowing this, the vſuall way forſooke: 

And ſeeking tound a by- Way by mine care. 
At which heentring, my heart priſoner tooke, 
And ynto thee ſweete Phiylomel did beate. 
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Yet let my heart thy heart to pittty moue, 

Wo ſe paine is great, although ſmall fault appeare 
Firft it lies bound in fettting chaines of loue, 
Then each day it is rackt with hope and feare. 
And with loues flames tis euermore conſumed, 8 
Only becauſe to loue thee it preſumed. 


Die 
— — | Le 
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XXXV. SONET. My 
O Why did Fame my heart to loue betray, — 
By telling my Deares vertue and perfection Bu 
Why did my Traytor eares to it conuey, | 
That Syren-ſ{ong cauſe of my hearts infection? Ar 
Had I beene deate,or Fame her gitts concealed, Tt 
Then had my heatt beene free trom hopeleſſe Loue, It 
Or were my ſtate like wiſe by itrevealed, He 
Well might it Philomel to pitty moue. 
Then ſhould ſhe know how leue doth make me languifh 
Diſtracting metwixt hope and dreadfull feare: 
Then ſhould ſhe know my care, my plaints and anguiſh, 
All which for her deare fake — beare. 
Yea I could quictiy deaths paines abide, 
So that ſhe knew thatfor her ſake I dide P 
Tt 
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Hu 
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XXXVI. SONNET. 
Of ble, and bit Alibtreſſe fickneſſe at one time, 


cłkneſſe entending my loue to betray, 

Before 1 ſhould ſight of my deere obtaine: 
Did his pale colours in my face diſplay, 
Leſt that my fauour might her fauour gaine. 
Vet not content herewith, like meanes it wrought, 
My Philomels bright beauty to deface: 
And natures glory to diſgrace it ſought, 
That my conceiued loue it might dilplace. 
But my firme loue could this atlault well beare, 
Which vertve had, not beauty for his ground. 
And yet bright beames of beauty did appeare, 
Through ſickneſſe vaile, which made my lone abound, 
If ſicke (thought I) her beauty fo excell, 
How matchleſſe would it be if ſhe were well. 


— a —— — - — —— — 
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XXXVII. SONET, 
Another of ber ſickneſſe and recouery. 


Ale Death himſelfe did loue my Philomell, 
When he her vertues and rare beauty ſaw, 
Therefore he ſickneſſe ſent : which ſhould expcll, 
His riualslife, and my deare to him draw, 
But her bright beauty dazled ſohis eyes, 
That his dart life did mille, though ner it hit : . 
Yet not therewith content, new meanes he tries, 


To 


90 Of Sonets. BookelI, 
Io bring her vnto Death, and make life flit. 
But Ni ture ſoone perceiuing, that he meant 
To ſpoyle her onely Pharnix, her chiefe pride, 
Allemvled all her force, and did preuent 
The greateſt miſchicfe that could her betide. 
So both our lines and loues Narure defended, 
For had ſhe di de, my loue and life had ended. 
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XXXFI11. SONET. 


Alluſion to Theſens voyage to Crete, againſt the 


CAlmotanre. 


Y love is fail d againſt diſlike to fight 
Which like vild monſter, threatens his decay ; 
The ſhip is hope, which by deſires great might, 
Is ſwiftly vorne towards the wiſhed bay : 
Theco pnmny which with my loue doth fare, 
(Though met in one) ia a diſſen ing crew: 
They are ioy griete, and reucre(]zeping care, 
And doubt uch necre beleeues god ne wes for true: 
Blacke feare the flag is, which my ſhip doth beare, 
Hic ¶ Deere) take downe, if my loue victor be: 
An41-r lite comſort in his place appeate. 
Wien laue viouſly returnes to me: 
Ia from rocke deſpaire come tumbling Jowne, 
An in a ica of teares be for'it to drowue. 
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XXXIX. SONET, 
pes her looking ſecretly ont at a window at be peſſed iy. 


0 Nee did my Philomel refſoct on me, 

Her Cri(tall pointed eyes as I paſt by: 
Thinking not to be ſcene, yet would me ſee, 
Bur ſoone my hungry cies their food did ſpy. 

Alz,, my deere, couluſt thou ſuppoſe, that tace 
Which needs not enuy Phebus chic feſſ pride, 
Could ſecret be, although in ſecret place, 

And that tranſparant glaſſe ſuch beames could hide ? 

But if I had beene blinde, yet Loves hot fl:me, 
Kindled in my poore heart by thy bright eye, 

Did plainly ſhew when it ſoneere thee came, 
By more the vſuall heate then cauſe was nie. 
do though thou hidden wert, my heart and eve 

Did turne to thee by mutuall Sympathy, 


XI. SONET, 


VV time nor plice ould let me often view 
Natures chieſe Miricr, and my ſole deligit, 
Her lively picture in my heart I drew, 

That I might it behold both day and night, 
Hut ſhe, like Philips Sonne, {rornivg, that! 

Should portraiture, which wanted Apelles Art, 
Commanded Love (who novght due her deny) 
To burne the picture which wes in my heart. 
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The more loue burn d, the more her Picture ſhin'd; 
Te more it ſhin d, the more my heart did burne : 
So what to hurt her Picture was aſſigu d, 
Tomy hearts ruine and decay did turne, 
Loue could not burne the Saint, it was divine, 
And therefore fit d my heart, the Saints poore ſhrine. 


1 —— 


XLI. SONNET. 
To the Sunne of his Aliſtreſſe beauty eclipſed 
with frownes. 


VV Hen as the Sunne eclipſed is, ſome ſay, 
It thunder, lightning, raine, & wind portendeth, 
Aud not vnlike but ſuch things happen may, 

Sin like effect my Sunne eclipſed ſendeth. 
Wuncile my throat made hoarſe with thundring cries, 
And heart with loues hot flaſhing lightning es : 

Wirnefle the ſhowers which ſtill tall from mine cies, 
Ani breaſt with ſigbes like ſtormy winds neare riued. 
O ſhine then once againe ſweete Sunne on me, 
And with thy beames diſlolue clouds of deſpaire 
Whereof theſe raging Meteors framed be, 
In my pore heart by abſenceof my faire. 
So ſhel. chou prooue thy beames thy heate, thy light, 
To match the Sunne in glory, grace and might, 
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XLII. SONET. 


pen ſending her a gold ring, with thit Poeſee 
is Pure and Endleſſe. f 


Tt you would know the ioue which I you beare, 
Compare itto the Ring which your faire hand 
Shall make more precious, when you ſhall it weare : 
So my lques nature you ſhall vnderſtand. 
Is it of mettall pure ? ſo you ſhall proue 
My loue, which nere difloyall thought did ſtaine. 
Hath it no end ? ſo endleſſe is my loue, 
Vnleſſe you it delltoy with your diſdaine. 
ideth, | Doch it the purer waxe the more tis tride? 
So doth my loue : yet herein they diſſent, 
That whereas gold the more t is purihde, 
TICSy By waxing leſſe, doth ſhew ſome part is ſpent. 
: My loue doth waxe more pure by your more trying, 
les, And yet encreaſeth in the purifying, 
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XLIL SONET, 


The hearts captiuitie. 


V V cruell deere having captiu de my heart, 

And bound it faſt in chaines of reltletle loue: 
Requires it out ot bondage to depart, 

let is ſhe ſure from her it cannot moue. ' 

per . Draw % 


| 94 Of Sonets. Booke 11. 
Draw backe ( ſaid ſhe) your hopeleſſe loue from me, 
Your worth requires afirre more worthy place, 
Vnte your ſuite though I cannot agree, 
Full m-ny will u louingly embrace. 
It mey ve ſo (ny decre) but as the Sunne 
When ic app-ares doth m ke the ſtttes to vadiſni? 
So when your iche into my thoughts do runne, 
All others quite out ot my heart you baniſh, 
The beames ot your pettections ſhine ſo bright, 
That {traight- way they diſpe ll all others light. 
FA Da LO 8. 
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XLIIII. SONNET. 


For her heart onely. 


Nely ({vweete Loue) afford me but thy heart 
Thea clol- thine eyes within their iuory coueta, 
That they to me no beameof light impart, 
Although they ſuine on all thy ier louers. 
As for thy lip ot ruby, cheeke of roſe, 
Though | niue «it chem oft with ſweete content, 
I am content tnat {weete content to loſe, 
If they ſw cet Will will not batte me, l aſſent. 
Let ine nat couch chy hand, but through thy gloue, 
Nor let it be the pledge ef kindaeſſe more: 
Keepe all hy heauties to thy ſelſe tweet loue: 
Iube not tach bold tauoursas before. 
deg but thi, a d me but diy heart, 
For then Ino tion wilt the reſt impart, 
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XLV. SONET. 


— ple as d ſheis, when loue is nt expreſt, 


And ſometime ſaies that louc ſhoul . be te quited, 


Yer is ſhe grieu d my lou ſhould new be righted, 

When that my faith hath proud what I proteſt. 
Am I belou'd whoſe heat is thus oppteſt, 

Or deere to her, and not in her delighted? 

I live to ſee the Sunne, yer (till beniꝑhted, 

By her deipaite is blam'de, and hope ſuppreſt, 


She ſtill denies, yer (lll her heart conſenteik: 


She giants me all, but that which I dclire, 

She fuell ſends, but bids me leaue the fire, 

dhe lets me die, and yet ny death lamenteth. 
O fooliſh loue, by reaſon of tky blindneſle, 
dye for want of loue, yet kild with kindnetle: 


—— — — — — — — 


XLVI. SONNET. 


— 


VV Hen a weake child is ſicke, and out of quiet, 


And for his cendernetſc canner ſultaine 
Philicke ofequall ſtrength vnto his p ine, 
Flulitions to the Nui ſe preſcribe a dyet. 
Ol am ſicke, and in my ſickne ile weake, 
And through my weaknetle dead, it I but take 
The pleaſanteſt teceit that art can make, 
Or if Iheate but wy Pluſuion ſpcake. 


Bue 


Au — 


- m — — —EUä — — 


| 
l 

| 
1 
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But ah (faire God of Phiſicke) it may be, 
But Phiſick co my nurſe would me recouer, 
She whom I loue with beauty nurſeth me, 
But with a bitter mixture kils her louer. 

Vet I aſſure my ſelfe, I ſhould not die, 

If ſhe were purged of her crueltie. 


XLVII. SONET; 


WW as baſe as is the lowly plaine, 

And you (my loue) as high as heau 'n aboue, 

Yet ſhould the thoughtsof me your humble ſwaine, 

Aſcend to heauen, in honour of my love, 

Were Tas high as heau'n aboue the plame, 

And you (my loue) as humble and as low, 

As are the deepeſt bottomes of the Mayne, 

Whereſo ere you were, with you my loue ſhould go, 

Were you the earth (deere loue) and I the skics, 

My loue ſhould ſhine on you like to the Sun, 

And looke vpon you with ten thouſand eyes, 

Till heau'n wart blind, and till che world were dun, 
Where {o'ere | am, below. or elſe aboue you, 
Where {o'cre you e my heart ſhall truly loue you. 


— — — — — — — == 


XLVIII. SO NET. 


e Pet. lie, that when the world began, 
Both {:xe$in one body did remaine, 


—— — — 


Til 
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Till loue (cffended with this double man) 
Cauſf Vulcan to divide him into twaine. 
[ this diuiſion he the heart did ſcuer, 
Bur cunuiugly he did indenc the heart, 
That if there were a reuniting euer, 
Each part might know which was his counterpart, 
See then {deere love) thiindentuce of my heart, 
And reade the cou'nants writ with holy fire, 
See it your heart be not the counterpart 
Ot my true hearts indented chalt de lire) 
And it it be. ſo may it euer be, 
ue, Ivo hearts in one, twixt you my loue and me. 


— 


J. 5. 


— ——ů — — — 


XLIX SONNET. 


Lones ſenen deadly ſcunet. 


ne eye with all the deadly ſinnes is fraught, 
un, t. Firſt, proud, (ich it preſum d to looke ſo hie 3 
A watchman being made, ſtood gzing by: 
ou. . And Idle, tooke no heed till I was cavohir, 
3. And Enuious beares 2nuy, that my thought 
Should in his abſence be to her ſo nie. 
4. To kill my heart, mine eye let in her eye, 
And ſo content gaue to a murther wrought ; 
And couctous, it neuer would remoue 
From her faire haire, gold ſo doth pleaſe his ſight. 
H 


Til 6. Vo- 
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6, Vnchalt;a bawd betweene my heart and louc, 
7. A glutton eye, with teares drunke euery night, 
Theſe ſinnes procured haue a Goddelle ire: 
Wherefore my heart is damn d in loues ſweete fire, 


L. SONNET. 


Ladie Margaret, Coumteſſeef Cumberland, the 
Ladie Anne Conneſſe of Warwicke. 


E Siſter. Muſes, do not you repine, 

That I two Siſters doe with aine compare, 
Since each of theſe is farre more truly rare, 
Then the wholetroope of all che keau'nly nine, 
Butit ye aske me which is more divine, 

In ere, like totheir twin cics they are, 
Of which, each is more bright then brighteſt ſtarre. 
Vet neither doth more bright then other ſhine. 
Silters of ſpotleſſe fame, of whom alone 
Malitious tongues take plæaſ ire 11: fprake well, 
Ho » ſhould | you comm-::d. tich eit ier one 
Allting: inhean and earth fofarre excell ? 
The wn I; praife I can you give: fs this, 
T at nc of you, like to the other is. 


H. C. 


LI. SON. 


— — — 2 — 


re. 


LI. SONNET. 
To my Lord the Prince. 


2 of theſe, of future times the glory, 
Branch royall {prung from many a regall ſtemme, 

On whoſe faire ſtructure, written is the (tory, 

Of natures chiefeſt skill, worlds choiſeſt lemme : 

Wits richeſt Cabinet, vertues belt aray, 

Centre where lines of all hearts loues doe mecte. 

dweete ground whereon the Muſes lone to play, 

Ripein wit, though greene in yeres, of forme molt ſweet, 

Scotlands faire fruit, Englands great hope, Frances loue, 

[relands awe, Cambraies ioy. great Brittains fame, 

Abridgement of all worth, the mighty Ioue, 

Long lengthen your good daies, and [till your name, 

And when you ſhall haue honoured long this land, 

Grant you a glorious Saint in heauen to ſtand. 


—— — — —6ͤä-4ũ — — — — — — —— 


LII. SONEx. 


To theercellent Lades Elizabeth ber Grace. 


Aire vertues Iemme ſet in molt royall gold, 
he worthieſt owner of the faireſt maniion, 
Rich priz* for which nature and fortune hold 
Vith Muſes and graces Great contention : 
il which by agreement this partition mak, 
H 2 Vene 
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| | None of themlelucs worthy of all diſcerning, 
| Nature your beauty, Graces your vertues take, 


Fortune ſhares your honour, Muſes your learning, 
Map of perfeRtion, who deſerue to be, 
And are the worthielt mar ke the world can yeeld, 
For all great Chriſtian Princes loues, they ſee 
Such vertues wheat, growing in beauties field: 
Long may you liue, 2 holy and happy life, 
A royall maide hi (t, then a royall wife. 

The end of the Sonett. 


Of Canzonets. 
I, CANZONEx. 


T 
THE ZI. , 
4 Qeſoule the bodies gueſt * 
8 J 5 vpon a thankleile arrant, A 
| Fearcnot totouch the bell, | 

the truth ſhall be thy warrant: 
Goc lince | needs muſt dye, 7 

and giue tlie world the lye. 
Fe a 25 3 T 
Say to the Court it glowes, 

and ſhines like rotten wood, A 


Say ti the Churck. it ſhewes 
whats good, and doth no good, 
If Church and Court teply. \ - 
Then giue them both the lye. | 
tc 


— NU?ꝙ— . — 


| 


Tc 
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Tell Potentates they liue 
acting by others action, 
Not loued vnletle they giue, 
not ſtrong but by atfection. 
If Potentates reply, 
giue Potentates the lye. 


Tell men of high condition, 
that mannage the eſtate, 

Their purpoſe is ambition, 
their practiſe onely hate: 

And if they once reply, 
then giue them all the lye. 


Tell chem that braue it molt, 

they beg for more by ſpending, 
Who in their greatelt colt, 

like nothing but commending. 
And if they makereply, 

then giue them all the lie. 


Tell zeale it wants deuotion, 
tell loue it is but luſt: 

Tell time it meets but motion, 
tell fleſh ir is but duſt, 

And wiſh them not reply, 
for thou mult giue the lie. 


Tell age it daily waſteth, 
tell honour how it altets, 
43 


Tell 


* — 
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Tell beauty how ſhe blateth, 
tell fauour how it falters, 


And as they ſhall reply, 
giue euery onethelye, 


Tell wit how much it wrangles 
in tickle points of niceneſſe, A 

Tell wiſedome ſhe entangles 
her ſelte in ouer wiſcneſſe 

And when they doreply, 
ſtraight giue them both the lie. 


Tell Phiſicke of her boldneſſe, 

tell skill it is prevention : 
Tell Charity of coldneile, 

tell law it is contention, ow 
Aud as they doe reply, 

ſo give them Rill the lye. 


Tell fortune of her blindneſſe, 
tell nature of decay, 

Tell friendſhip of vnkindneſſe, 
tell Iuſtice of delay. 

And it they will reply, 
then giue them all the lie. 


Tell Arte they haue no ſoundneſſe, 
but vary by eſteeming, 

Tell ſchooles they want proſoundneſſe, 
and (tand ſo much on ſeeming. 
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If Arts and Schooles reply, 
giue arts and ſchooles the lye. 


Tell Faith its fled the Citie, 
Tellhow the countrey erreth, 
Tell manhood ſhakes of pitticy 
tell yertue leaſt preferred, 
And if they doe reply, 
ſpare not to giue the lye. 


So when thauhaſt as1, 
commun ed thee, done blabbing, 
Becauſe to giue the lye, 
deſerue no letle then ſtabbing: 
Stab at thee he that will, 
no {tab thy ule can ill. | 


2, 


Cuddics Embleme. 
Queſto per amar aquiſta. 
II. CANZONET. 

The ( briſtian Stoicke. 


He vertuous man is free,thougl bound in chaines, 
though poore, contẽt, though baniſhe, yet no ſtriger, 
| Thovgh ſicke, in health of mind, ſecure in danger, 
| Ando'rehimelfe, the world, and fortuneraignes. 
Nor good haps, proud, nor bad, deiected make him, 
Io Cods, not to maus will, he frames each action; | 
Jf H 4 tis ' 
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He ſeekes nofame, but inward fatisfRtion, = 
And firmer ſtands, the more bad lortunes ſhakes him, 


1 — 


— 2 — — — — — — — 


III. CANZONET, 


Upon ſccing his face in her eye, 


Bc 
H: 
Br 
H 
H 
H 
B 
H 
B 


* — and kindeſtof all women - kind: 
Since you did me the vndeſerued grace, 
In your faire Eye to ſhew me my bad face, 
With loane Ile pay you in the ſelfe ſame kind: 
Looke in mine eye, and ] will ſhew to you, 
The faireſt face that heauens eye doth view. 


But the ſmall worthleſſe Glaſſe of my dimme eye, 
Scarce ſhewes the Picture of your heau'nly face 
Which yet each (lighteſt turne doth ſtrait deface. 
But could, O could you once my heart eſpy, 
Your forme at large you there engrau'd ſhould ſee, 
Which, not by Time, nor Death can razed be. 


—_ — — — — — — — 
— ſ—̃— æ.— 


IIII. CANZONET. 
A Dialogue berweene a Leners flaming heart, and 
Vu Ladies frocen Breaſt. 


Hart, Shun not (ſweet Breaſt) to ſee me all of fire. 
B call. Fly not (deere Hart) to finde me all of ſnow. 
Hart, 


— ne nad 


e, 


— — —— — 


1 
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Hart. Thy ſnow ir: flame the ſe flames of my deſire. 
Breaſt. And] deſire, Delires ſweet flames to know. 
Ha. Thy ſnovn il hurt me. Hr. Nor thy fire wil harme me. 
Ha. This cold wil coole me. Br. And this heat wil warme 
me: 
Hart. Take this chaſt fire to that pure virgin ſnow, 0 
Breaſt. Being now thus warm d, lle ne're ſeeke other fire: 
Hatt. Tou giuꝰ'ſt more bliſſe the mortal harts may know-. 
Brealt. More blitle I take then Angels can dehire, 2 


Both together. 


Let one ioy fill vs, as one griefe did hatme vs, 
Let one death kill vs, as one loue doth warme vs. 


— — — 


V. CANZONET. 


Or Dnatram. 


b4 you reward my loue with loue againe, 

My blitle,my life, my heau'n I will deeme you, 
But if you proudly quite me with diſdaine. 

My curſe, my death, my hell, I mult clteeme you, 
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VI. CANZONET. * 


1 

An mſcription far the Statue of Dido, C 
O moſt vnhappy Dido, 
Vnhappy Wite, and more ynhappy Widdow! 
Vnhappy in thy Mate. 
And in thy Loucr more vnfortunate. 
By treaſon th one was reſt thee, 
By treaſonto other left thee, 
That leftthee means to flye with, 
This left thee mcanes to dye with. 
Theformer being dead, 
From Brothers {word thou flyeſt: — 
The latter being fled, 
On Louers, ſword thou dieſt. 

| Pu meritare che conſernire. F. D. 


wa} FEY — 


| VII. CANZONET. | 
Lones Hyperboles, 
F Louchad loſt hi: ſhafts,and Joue downe threw 
His thunder bolts, or ſpent his forked fire, 
| They only might recouer'd be anew 
From out my heart ctoſſe · wounded with deſire. 
Or if debate by Mars were loſt a ſpace, 
lt might be found within the ſelfeſame place. 


— 


I 
f 
/ 
/ 


1 If Neptunes waues were all dryed vp and gone, 
My weeping eyes ſo many teares dillill, Th | 
2t 


|=| 
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That greater ſeas might grow by them alone: 
Or it no flame were yet remaining (till, 
In Vulcans forge, he might from out my breſt 
Make choy ſe of ſuch as ſhould befic him belt, 


If Acole were depriued of his charge, 
Yet ſoone could [ reſtore his winds againe, 

By ſobbing lighs which forth | blow at large, 
To moue her uind that pleaſures in my paine, 
What man but I could thus incline his will, 

To liue in loue that hath no end of ill 


— — 


VIII. CANZONET, 
An innecliue agamit Lowe, 


19 is a ſowre delight, a ſugred grieſe, 
A lwing death, an euer - dying lite, 
A breath of teaſons law, s ſecret thiefe 
A ca of teares an everlaſting ſtriſe, 
A baite for tooles a ſcourge of noble wits, 
A deadly wound a ſhot that euer hits. 


T ove is a blinded God,a way-ward Boy, 
A laboriath of doubts, an idle lull, 
A ſlaue of beauties will, a witleſle cov, 
A ravenous bird, atyrant molt vniuſt. 
A burning heate in froſt, a flattring foe, 
A priuate hella very world of woe, 
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Yet mighty Loue _ not What lay, 

Who in a trance do lie, reft of my wits, 

But blame the light that leades me thus aſtray, 

And makes my tongue thus raue by trantike fits, 
Vet hurt me not, leaft I ſuſtaine the ſimart. 
Which am content to lodge her in my heart. 


VIII. CANZONET. 


Petrarks Sonnet tranſlated, 


Pace non tron, non hoda ſar guera. 


2 2 * — 7 


| j ] Toy not Peace where yet no war is found, | 
I feare and hope, I burne, yet treeze witnall 
mount to heauen, yet lye (til on the ground, \ 
I nothing hold, yet I compalle all. 

I liue her bond, which neither is mv foe, 

Nor friend, nor holds me falt, nor lets me goe. 
Loue will not let me line,nor let me dye, 
Nor locks me fiſt, nor ſuffers me to ſcape. \ 
I want both eyes and tongue, yet ſee | cry. 

I wiſh for death yet after helpe I gape. 
I hate my ſelfe yet loue another wight, 
And fe:de on gtieſe in lieu ot ive te delight, 


amg 
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At the ſelſe time, l both Ioment and joy, 

til am pleas'd and yet diſpleaſed (till; 

Loue ſometimes ſe emeea Cod, ſomtiiriesaBoy, 

Sometimes I linke, ſometimes I twim at will. 
Tu ixt death and lite mall difference IMake, 
All this (deere Daine) endure 1 tor thy fake, 


IX, CANZONET, 


He proues himſelfe to endure the hellyſs torments of Tantalus, | 
I xion,Titins, Siebel and the Be- 


tides. 


N that I thirſt for ſuch a Goddeſſe grace, 
As wantsremorſe,like Tantalus I dic, 
My ſtate is equall to Ixions caſe, 
Whoſe mangled limbs are turn d continually. 
In chat my rolling toiles can haue no end, 
Nor loue, nor tin · e not chance will and my friend. 


In that my heart couſuming neuer dies, 

I tecle with Tirius an equall paine, 

Vpon whoſe heart a vileure feeding lies, 

Inthat I riſe through hope, and fall agine, 
By feare like $ilyptus I labour ill 
Toturne arowling tone againſt a hill. | 

Al In 
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In that I mike my vowes to her alone, 

Wholecares are deafe, and will retaine no ſound, 

Wich Belides my ſtate is all hut one, 

Which fill a Tub whoſe hottome is not ſound, 
Thus in my heart ſince loue therein did dwell 
Are all the corments to be found in bell. 


110 Of Canzonets. Booke II. 


X. CANZONET. 


Lowe: di(commoditier, 


VVV heate of loue doth once poſſeſſe the heart, 
There cares oppteſſe the mind with wonders ill, 
Wit runs awry not fearing futute ſmart, 4 
And fond delire doch over-malter will. 
The belly neicher cares tor meate nor drinke, 

Nur oucr-watched eyes delire to winke. 


Footſteps arc tall 2nd wanering too and fro: 

The plealing flower of beauty fades away, 

Reaſon reti es, an plerfure h inge woe, 

And wiſedome ye.14eth piace toblack decay, 
Countell 1nd Hme,ans triendſhin,arecontemn'd, 
And bail. ſhame, aud Gods themiclues condemn'd. 


Watchfull ſuſpc c is linked wich deſpiire, 
Inconſtan: hone is uften drown'd in teares, 
Wat folly hurt Fortune cannot repaire, 
And miterie doch (wu in ſeas of teaics, 
Long; 


 * *, 4. 


we we a 1H 


«  *,_ 4 
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Long vic of lite is but a lingring foe, 
And gentle death is only end of woe. 


XI. CANZONET, 
Allegory of bis Lowe to a Ship. 


1 Souldicr worne with wars delightsin peace, 

The Pilgrime in his caſe when toy les are paſt, 
The ſhip to gaine the Port, when ſtormes do ceaſe, 
And I reioyce diſcharg d from loue at laſt. 

art, Whom while I ſeru d, peace, rell, and land I loſt, 

ill, J Wich wars, with toilet, wich ſtorms, wor ne, tit d & tot, 


Sweete li now giues me leaue to ſing: 
What world it was, where loue the rule did beare, 
How fouliſh Chance by lots rul d euery thing, 
How error was main ſaile, each waue a teare. 
The maſter loue himſclfe,deepe ſigha were winde, 
Cares row ed with vowes, the Shipa penſiue mind, 


Falſe hope the healme, oft turn d the ſhip about, 
And conſtant faith ſtood vp for middle malt, 
n'd. Deſpaire the Cable ewilted all with doubt, 
Held griping — the piked Anchot fall. 
Beauty was all the rocka, but I at laſt, 
Haue gain d the the Port, and now my loucis palt, 


F v4 
n 
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bh XII. CANZONET, 

Farc ration of his paſſed lone. Of 


I Curſe the time, wherein theſe lips of mine, 
Did pray or praiſe the daine that was vakind. 
I curſe my Inke my paper and each line, 
My hand hath writ in hope to pleaſe her mind. 
I curſe her hollo heart, and flattring eyes, 
Whole ilye deceits did cauſe my mourniag cries, 


— » 
— - — — 
” 


„ LES - 
— — — — 


I curſethe ſugred ſpeech and Syrens ſong, 
Where with ſo oft ſhe hath bewitcht mine care: 
| I curſſe my fooliſh will chat (aid fo long 
And oołe delight to bidetwixt hope aud feare: 
7 I curſe che houre wherein I fitſt began, 
By louing lookes to prove a witleſſe man, 


5 
1 curſe the dayes that | haue ſpent in*vaine, 
” Inlovingonevneracfall and vakinde: 
| I curſe che Bow and ſhatts that bred my paine, 
And Loue | cure, that Archer nak'd and blind, 
But on that howwrethae my fond love doth end, 
Millions of bleſſings I will euer ſpend, 


SSF FSS FFS 
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XIII, CANZONET. 


Of the Sunne: A Iewellbring a Sunne-ſoining v pon the Ma» 
rigaldcloſed us a heart of golas ſent to his Miſtreſſe, 
named Mary. 


He Sunne doth make the Marigold to flowriſh, -+ 
The ſunnes —_— make it droupe againe, 
So golden Maries ſight, my ioyesdo nouriſh, 
But by her abſence all my ioyes axe ſlaine. 
The ſunne, the Marigold makes liue and die, 
By her the ſun ſhines brighter, ſo may I. 
Her ſmmiles do glad the ſunne, and light the aĩres 
Reuiue my heart, and cleare the cloudy skye. 
Her frow nes the aire make darke,;he Sunne to loure. 
The Marigold to cloſe, my heart to dye, IF: 
By her the ſunne, the flowrezthe ire, and I, 
e and darken, ſpread and cloſe, liue and dye, 
You are the ſunne,you ate the golden Mary, 
Paſſing the Sunne in brightneſſe, gold in powre: 
Iamthe flowre whom you do małe to vary. 
Flowriſh when you ſmile, droupe when you do lowre. 
Oh let this heart of gold, Sun, and flowre, 
Sill live,ſhine, and ſpring in your hearts bote, 


J To 


— —  — — — — L — — — — — — 71—— — 
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XIIII. CANZO NET. 


To hereyes. 


Whether thy glance be fire or elſe a dart, 
For with thy looke in flames thou mał ſt mefry, 
And with the ſame thou ſtrik t me to the heart. 
Picrſt with thy lookes I burne in fire, 


| ng would] learne of ther thou murth'ring eye, | O 
A 

\ 

| 


And yet thoſe lookes I {till deſire, 1 
The Flie that buzzeth round about the flame - 
Knowes not{poore ſoule) ſhe gets her death thereby, IT 
I ice my death, and ſeeing ſecke the ſame, | 
And fecking, find, and finding chuſe to dye. 

That when thy lookes my life haue ſlaine, 

Thy lookes may giue me lite againe. 1. 

Ti 

Turne then to me thoſe ſparkling Eyes of thine, Be 

And with their fiery glances pierce my heart. by 

Quench not my light leaſt I in darkeneſſe pine. f 

Strike dee pe and ſpare not, pleaſant is the ſmart. 1 
So by thy Icokes my life be ſpilt, 

Hill me as often as thou wilt. Ti 

Ar 

Hy Sir 

Tr! 

Q 
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XV. CANZONET. 
His heart araigned of theft and acquitted, 


Y-heart was found within my Ladies breſt, 


Cloſe coucht for feare that no man might him ſec, 


On whom ſuſpect did ſerue a (traighe arteſt, 
And Felon like he mult arraigned be. 
What could he meane ſoclotely there to (tay, 
But by deccit to ſteale her heart away? 


The Bench was ſet, the Priſoner forth was broughe, 
My Miſtretle ſelte chicfe Tudge to heare the cauſe: 
Tienditement read, by which his bloud was ſeught, 
That he{poore heart) by ſtealthhad broke the lawess 
His plea was ſuch as each man might deſcry, 
For grace anderuth were read in either eye. 


Yet forc'd to ſpeake, his Farther Plea was this, 
That fore purſii d by me that ſought his bloud, 
Becauſe fo oft his preſence I did mitle | 
Whilſt as he ſaid, he labout d for my good: 
He void of helpe to haue his harmes tedteſt, 
Tooke ſanctuary from his troubled bref. 


The gentle ludge that ſaw his true entent, 

And that his cauſe did tunch her honour neere, 

Since he from me to her for ſuccour went? 

That truch might raigne, where rigout did appeare, 
Gauec ſenteuce thus: that if he there would bide, 
That plage was made, a guiltleiſe heat to hi de. 
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XVII. CANZZONEx. 


Deadly ſwentene (ſe, 


— the foode on which I feeding ſterue, 

Sweet teares, the drink that more augments my thirſt, 

Sweete eyes, the ſtars by which my courſe doth iwerue, 

Sweete hope, my death, which waſte my life at firſt, 

sweete thoughts, ſweete teares, ſweet hope, ſweet eyes, 
How chance that death in ſweetneſſe liest 


— — 


XVIII CANZONET, 
Ladies eyer ſerne Cupid both for Darts and fire. 


Fr haue I mus d the cauſe to find, 
Why loue in Ladies eyes doth dwell: 
I thought, becauſe himſelſe was blinde, 
He looł t chat they ſhould guide him well. 
And ſure his hope but ſe!dome failes, 
Fot loue by Ladies eyes preuailes, 


But time, at laſt, hath taught me wit. 

Although I bought my wit full deere, 

For by her eyet my heart is hit, 

Dep- +. e wound, though none apeare, 
Their glancing beamesas darts he throwes. 
And ture he hath no ſhafts but choſe, 
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I muſ'dco ſee their eyes ſo bright, 
And little thought they had bin ſ te, 
Ig d vp u them with delight, 
Int that delight hath bred defire. 
rue, What better place can loue require, 
ict, | Then that where grow both ſhafts and fire? 
Ie, 
5 XIX. CANZONET. 


Lowes centrarictiet. , 


Smile ſometimes amids my greateſt grieſe, 
I for delight, for that =4. lince is fled, 
Deſpaire did ſhut the gate again(t reliefe, 
When loue at firſt, of deaththe ſentence read. 
But yet | ſmile ſometimes in midſt of paine, 
To think what toĩes do tolle my troubled head 
Aow moſt I wiſh that moſt I ſhould refraine, 
And ſecke the thing that lealt I long to (ind, 
And find the wound by which rt is flain, 
Vet want both skill and will to eaſe my mind. 
Apain(t my will I burne with free conſent, 
uue in paine, and in my paine delight, 

I cry for death, yet am te live content, 
hate the day. yet never wiſh for night, 
1 freeze for cold and yerrefraine the fire: 
long lo ſee and yet I ſhun her 2 
ſcald in ſun, and yet no ſhade delire, 
| live by death, and yet I wiſh oO 
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1 fecle no hurt,and yet for helpe enquire, 
] dic by lite, and yet my lite defie. 


Hen, cogor voti neſcins eſſe wei, 


_—— 


— 
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XX. CANZONET, 
Her #«tward geſture deceiued hitmmd hope. 


Mot h are thy lookes, ſo is the deepelt fireame, 
8 oft are thy lips, ſo is the ſwallowing ſind. 
Faiceis thy liglit. hat like vntoa dreame, 
Sweetc is (hy promiſe, but it will not ſtand. 

Smooth, ſoft, faite, ſeete to them that lightly toueh. 
| Rough, hardgloule Hure to then that take too much. 


Thy locks ſo ſmooth habe drawne away my light, 


Wo would haue thought that hoo kes could fo be hid? 


Thy '1p3 ſo ſoft haue fretted my de light. 

Befure ] once (ulpeRted what they did. 
Thy face ſo faire hath burnt me with deſire, 
Thy words fo ſweete were bellowes for the fire, 


And yet] loue the lookes that made me blinde, 

And like to kiile the lips that fret my lite, 

In heate of fire an eaſe of heate I bad, - 

And greateſt peace in inidſt of greateſt fltife, 
That if my choile were now to make againe, 
I would got haue this joy without this paine. 
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XXI. CAN ZONE. 
That th tr wachangeable. 


— 1 hy loue of chige hath chang'd the world throughout 
And nought is counted goed, but what is ſtrange, 
New things waxe old, old new, all turne about, 
And all things change, except the loue of change. 
Let feele I not this loue of change in me, 
But as Jam, ſo will Lal waies be. 


For Ho can change that likes his formerchoiſe 
Who better wiſh that knowes he hath the beſt? 
h. How can the heart inthings vaknowne reioyce, 
ry If ioy well tride can bring no certaine re(l? 
My choyſe is made, change he that liſt for me, 
; SuchasT am, ſuch will I alwaies be. 
* Who euer chang d and not confeſt his want? 
And ha confeſt his want and not his woe? 
Then chinge who liſt, thy woe ſhall not be ſcant 
Within thy ſelfe thou ſeedſt thy mortall toe. 
Change calls for change, no end na caſe for thee, 
Then as Iam, ſo will I al wayes be. 


Mine eyes confeile they haue their wiſhed (ight, 
My heart athrmesir feeles the louz it ſought, 
Mine inward thoughts are fed with true delight, 
Wich full conſentof conſtant ioy hath wrought, 
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And full content deſires no change to ſee, 
Then as I am ſo will I alwayes be. 


Relt then (my heart) and keepe thine old delight, 
Which like the Phecenix waxeth yong each day, 
Each houre preſents new pleaſure to my light, 
More cauſe of ioy increaſeth euery way. 
True love withage doth day ly cleerer ſee, 
Then as I am ſo will I alwaies be. 


What gain d faire Creſside by ber faithleſſe change, 
But loiſe of time, of beauty, health, and lite? 
Marke Jaſons hap. that euer lou'd to range, 
That loſt his children and his princely wife. 
Then change farewell, thou art no mate for me, 
But as I am, ſo will I alwaics be. 


XXIII. CAN ZO NET. 
pes her abſence. 
1 He ſummer ſunne that ſcalds the gronnd with heat, 
And burnes the graſſe, and drives the riuers ſource, 

With milder beames, the fartheſt earth doth beate, 
When through the trezen Goat he runs his courſe, 

The hire that burnes what euer comes to hand, 

Doth hardly cate that fattheſt off doth ſtand, 


Not ſo the heate that ſets my heart on fire, 
By diſtance, ſlakes, and leta me coole ageine: 
But (till, che farther off the more delire, 
The abſent fire doth burne with hotter paine, 
My Ladies preſence burne me wich deſire, 
Her abſence tutnes me into flaming fite. | 
Who 
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Who ſo hath ſeene the flame that burneth bright, 
By outward cold in narrow roome ſuppreſt, 
Encreaſe in heat, and rage with greater — 
May geſſe what force of fire torments : 
So run the ſwelling ſtreames with double force, 
Where lockes or piles are ſet to ſtay their courſe. 


| =| 


For when my heart perceiu'd her parting neere, 

By whoſe ſweete ſight he lives that elſe ſhould die, 

It clos d it ſelſe to ktepe thaſe beames ſo cleere, 

Which from her looke had pierſt it through the eye. 
The fiery beames which would breake out fo faine 
By ſeeking vent, encreaſe my burning paine, 


gut if my deere returne aliue and ſound, 

That theſe mine cies may ſee her — bright, 
My heart ſhall ſpread with joy that ſhall abound, 
And open wide, receiuing cleerer light. 

She ſhall recover that which I polleſſe, 

© And I thereby enioy no whit the leſſe. 


XXIIIIL. CANZONET, 


The Lower abſence kils me, her preſence curet me. 


Tz frozen Snake oppreſt with heaped ſnow, 

By ſtrugling hard gets out her tender head, 
And ſpies farre off from where ſhelics below 

as The winter Sunne that from the North is fled, 

vo ; 
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Put all in vaine ſhe lookesvpon the light, 
Where heate is wanting to rellore her might. 


What doth it helpe a wretch in priſon pent, 
Long time wich byting hunger ouer-preſt, 
To ſee without, or ſinell within the ſcent, 
Of dainty fare for others tables dreſt, 
Let Snake and Priſnor both behold the thin 
The which (but not with ſight) might — bring. 


Such is my ſtate, or worſe if worſe may be, 

My heart oppreſt with heauy frolt of care, 

Debat᷑ d of that which is molt deare to ine, 

Kild vp with cold, and pinde with euill fare, 
And yet I ſee the thing might yeeld relicte, 
And yet the light doth breed my greater griefe. 


So Thiſ be ſa her louer through the wall, 

And ſa thereby ſhe wanted that ſhe {aw ; 

And ſo l fee, and ſeeing want withall, 

And wanting fo, vnto my death I draw, 
And fo my death were twenty times my friend, 
If with this verſe my hated life might end. 


XXV. CAN- 
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XXV. CANZONET. 
Fawe Face, and hard Heart. 


Aire is thy face, and that thou knoweſt too well, 
F Hard is thy heart, and that thou wile not know: 
Thou flear'it ahd ſmil it, when | thy praiſes tell, 
ing. But top'itchine cares when I my griete would ſhow. 
Vet tiiaugh in vaine, needs mull I ſpeake, 
Or elſe my {w«Iing heart would breake. 


And when I ſpeake, my breath doth blow the fire, 
With which my burning heart conſumes away: 
call pon thy name, and helperequire, 
Thy deare(t name which doth me {till betray : 
For grace, {weete grace thy name doth found, 
Vet ah! iti thee no grace is found, 


Alas, to what part ſhall I then appeale: 
Thy face fo faire diſdaines to looke on mee, 
Thy tongue commands my heart hi griefe conceale, 
Thy nimble feete from me do alwaies flee. 
Thine eyes caſt fire to burne my heart, 
And thou reioyceſt in my ſmart. 


\N- | Then. ſince thou ſceſttke life I lead in paine, 
And that for thee ſutfer all this gricte, 
O let my heart this ſmall requeſt obta ine. 
That thou agree it pine witl: out re lite 
5 I aske 
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luke not loue form good will, =s 
But leaue, that | may thee (till, 
Did minns optari per mea vote poteſt t 
— — — 


XXVI. CANZONET. 
An inuelline againſt Lowe. 


Hz is not gold that ſnineth bright in ſhow, 

Not euery flowre ſo good, as taire, to light, 

The deepeſt ſtreames, aboue doe calmeſt flow, 

And ſtrongeſt poyſons oft the taſt delight, 
The pleaſant baite doth hide the harmeleſſe hooke, 
And falſe deceit can lend a friendly looke. 


Loue is the gold whoſe outward hew doth pafle, 
Whoſe firſt beginnings goodly promiſe make, 
Of pleaſures faire and freſh as Sommers graſſe, 
Which neicher Sunne can parch, nor winde can ſhake + 
But Hen the mould ſhould in the fire betride, 
The gold is gone, the droſſe doth ſill abide. 


Beauty the flowre, ſo freſh, ſo faire, ſo gay, 
So ſweete to ſmell, fo ſoſt to touch and taſt: 
As ſeemes it ſliould endure, by right for aye, 
And neuer be with any ſtorme deta'it, 
But when the balefull Southerne winde doth blow, 
Gone is the glory which it erſt did ſhow. 
Loue 
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Loue is the ſtreame, whoſe waues ſo calmely flow 
As might intice mens minds to wade therein: 
Loue is the poiſon mixt with ſugar ſo, 
As might by outward {weetnefle liking win. 
But as the deepe o'reflowing ſtops thy breath, 
— So poyſon once receiu d brings certaine death. 


Loue is the baite, whoſe taſt the fiſh deceĩues, 
And makes them ſwallow downe the choaking hooke, 
Love is the face whole faireneſſe iudgement reaues, 
And makes thee truſt a falſe and fained looke. 

But as the hooke the fooliſh fiſh doth kill, 

So flattring leokes, the louers life doe ſpill. 


me Alt. 


ke, as. 4 — — 
XXVII. CANZONET, 


Upon his Ladies buymg ſtrings for 
her Late. 


ke: 
— happy time the wiſhed faire is come, 
To kt my Lute with ſtrings of eu'ry kinde, 
Great pitty tis, ſo ſweete a Lute be dumme, 
That fo can pleaſe the care, and eaſe the minde. 
Go take thy choiſe, and chuſe the very beſt, 
And vic them ſo, that head and heart find reſt, 


vs Reſt thou inioy, and let me waile alone, 
My pleaſant daies haue tane their laſt farewell : 
Loue My 


! 
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My hearc-(trings ſorrow flrooke ſo long with mone, 
That at the laſt they all in peeces fell. 

And now they lye in pieces broke fo {mall, 

That ſ-xrce they ſerue to make me frets withall. 


And yet they ſerue and binde my heart fo ſtraite, 

That frets indeed they ſerue to fret it out: 

No Gre for that, in hope thereof I waitey 

That death may rid me both of hope and doubt. 
But death, alas, drawes backward all coo long, 
And Icachday feele now increaſe of wrong, 
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XXVII. CANZONET,. 


P 


Care wil! not let lum ſiue, ner hope let 
bin dye. 


Yy heauy heart which griefe add hope torment, 
M Beaces all in vaine againit my weary breaſt, 
As if it thought with force to make a vent, 
That death might enter to procure my rell. 
But fooliſh heart, rhy paincsate laſt | ſee, 
Fordcath and lite both flic aid tullow thee, 


When weight of care would preſſe me down with paine, 
That I might linke ta depth of death below, 
Hope lends me wings and lifts me vp agiine, 
To ltrige for litc and live ia greater wos 


— 
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So fares the Boate, which windes drive tothe ſhore, 
And tides driue backward where it was before, 


Thus neither hope will let me die with care, 

Nor Care conſent that hope allure my life, 

I ſceke for lite, death doth his ſtroke prepare, 

I come to death, and life renewes my ſtrite. 
All as the ſhadow, followes them that flie, 
And flies from them that after it doe hie. 


What is my hope ? that hope will faile at laſt, 
And griefe get ſtrength to worke his will on me: 
Either the waxe with which hopes wings are fait, 
By ſcalding ſighes mine eies ſhall melted fee, 
Or elſe my teares ſhall wet the feathers fo, 
That I ſhall fall and drowne in waues of woe. 


— — 
— — = — 


XXIX. CANZONET, 
In praiſe of the Sunne. 


Ty E Golden Sunne that brings the day, 

& And lends men light to fee withall, 

In vaine doth caſt his beames away, 
Wherethey are blind on wheanthey fall, 

f There is no force in all his liglit, 

ane, To give the Mole a perfect ſight. 


But thou my Sunne more bright then he, 
That ſhines at noone in Summer tide, 
Haſt 
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Haft giuen me light and powreto ſee, Th 

E — ill my — M 

Ti — olc, Th 

That hides her head in carthly hole. By 

80 

I heard the praiſe of beauties grace y 

Yer deem'd it no — skill, | 

I gaz'd on many alouel Th 

Ver found none to bind my will. Sor 
Which made me thinke that beauty bright, Th 

Was noting elſe but red and white. An 

But now thy beames haue cleat d my fight, 

I bluſh to thinke I was fo blind: 

Thy flaming eyes atford me light, My 

That beauties blaze each where 1 find. * 

And yet theſe Dames that ſhine ſo bright, Foy 
Are but the ſhadow of thy light. Of 
1 | 1 
XXX. CANZONET, 4 
il Death in love. 5 

| — haue ſpens their teares, and now are dry, 
. My weary hand will guide my Pen no more. 
31> My voyce is hoarſe, and can no longer cry, 

þ — hath left no new complaints in | B 

My heart is oucrburd'ned ſo with paine, By 
That ſence of grieſe doth none therein remaine, . In 
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The teares you ſee diſtilling from mine cics, 
My gentle Muſe doth ſhed for this my grieſe. 
The plaints you heare arc her inceſſant cries, 
By which ſhe cals in vaine for ſome reliefe. 
She never parted fince my grieſe begun, 
In her I liue, ſhe dead, my life were done. 


Then (loving Muſe) depart, and let me dye, 

Some brauer youth will ſue to thee for grace, 

That may aduance thy glory tothe sky. 

And make thee ſcorne blind fortunes — face. 
My heart and head that did thee entertaine, 
Delire and Fortune with deſpight haue ſlaine. 


My Lady dares not lodge thee in her breſt, 

For feate, vnwares ſhe let in loue with thee, 

For well ſhe thinkes ſome part in thee muſt reſt, 

Of that which ſo poſſeſt each part of me. 
Then (good my Muſe) flie backe to heau'n againe. 
And let me dye, to end this endleſſe paine. 


—ü—ä—ä3—ÿiu. — - —ᷣ — , — — 


XXXI. CANZONET. 
Breake heany beart. 


— beauy heart. and rid me of this paĩne, 
This paine that ſtill encreaſeth day by day: 
By day with ſighes I ſpend my ſelſe in vaine 
In vaine by night bene Iwaſt away. 

K Away 


130 Of Canzonets. Booke Il. 
bi | Away! walt with ceares by night in vaine, #1 
Teares, ſighes by night, by day encreaſe thi; paine. 


Mine eyes no eyes, but fountaines of my teares, 
My teares no teares, but floods to moyſt my heart : 
My heart no heart, but labour of my feares, 
My feares no feare;, but feelings of my ſmart. 
My ſmart, my feares, my heart, my teares, mine cics 
Are blinde, dride, ſpent, palt, waſted with my crics. 


And yet mine eies, though blind, ſee cauſe of griefe, | 1 
And yet my teares, though dride, runne downe amaine 

And yet my heart, though ſpent, attends reliete. — 

And yet my feares, though paſt, encreaſe my paine. l g 

And yet I liue, and living feele more ſmart, l 

And ſmarting, cry in vaine, breake heauy heart. s 

Fir 

W 

XXXII. CANZONExT. 7 Th 

. Deſires gowernment. Ti 

E 

VV Here wit isover-ruld by will, ( 

And will is led by fond delice, 

Ti ere re iſon were as good be (till, Tt 

As ſpeaking, kindle greater fire, T 

For where delire duth beare the ſway, A, 

The heart mult rule, the head obay. 7 

1 

What boot s the cunning F ilots skill, 5 

To tell which way to ſhape their oourſe: 
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When he that ſteers will haue his will, 

And drive them where he litt pe force. 
So reaſon ſhewes the truth in vaine, 
Where tond delire as King doth ratyne, 


——ͤ—3ʒ——ẽ—— — — = — — — — 
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XXXIl. CANZONET, 
Lone preperties, 
Wixt heat and cold, t'wixt death and life, 
I freeze and burne, I line and die; 
Which ioyntly worke in me ſuch (rite, 
| live in death, in cold 1 fig, 
Nor hot, nor cold, nor live, nor dead, 
Neither, and both, this life I lead, 


Firſt burning heate ſets all on fire, 

Whereby I ſeeme in flames toffy: 

Then cold deſpaire kils hot deſire, 

That drenched deepe, in death I lye. 
Heate driues out cold, aud keepes my lite, 
Cold quencheth heate, o end oſ ſtrife 


The leſſe I hope to haue my will, 
The more l feele detireencrealc, 
And as delire encreaſeth (lill, 
Deſpꝛĩre to quench it doth not ceaſe. 
So live 1 as the Lamps, whole light 
Oft comes, uſt goes, now dim, now bright. 
| K 2 | Living 
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XXXIIII. CAN ZONE. 
Lining Death. | 


F meanes be none to end my reſtleſſe care, 

If needs 1 muſt o'rewhelm'd with forrow lic: | 
What better way this forrow to declare, | 
Then, that I dying liuc, and cannot dye? 


If nought but loſle I reape in ſlead of gaine, 
If laſting paine do euery day encrcaſe: 

To thee (good Death) alas I mult complaine, 
Thou art ot force to make my ſortow ceale. 


If thou, becauſe I theerefuſde ſometime, 

Nous ſhut thine eaves, and my re queſt deny, 
Still muſt I live, and Maile in wotull time: 
That dying (till I am, and cannot die. 


3 piro HOY D. 
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XXXV. CANZONET,. 
The paſſimate Priſoner. 


Wy walls that ſhut me vp from ſight of men, 
Incloſd wherein aliue I buried lie, 

And thou ſumetime my bed, but now my den, 
Where ſmothred vp the light of Sunnel flye: 


E 
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"Oſhue your clues, each chinke and creuiſſe ſtraine, 
That none but you may heare me thus complaine. 


My hollow cries that beate thy ſtony ſide, 

Vouchſafe to heare, but beate them backe againe, 

That when my griefe hath ſpeech to me denide, 

Mine cares may heare the witneſſe of my paine- 
As for my teates, whole ſtreames muſt ever lalt, 
My ſilent couch ſhall drinke them vp as faſt. 


— — — — tn g:: — — — — —ñä—ͤ——— 


XXXY/. CANZONET. 
Hopeleſſe deſire ſoone withers and dyes. 


Hough naked trees ſceme dead to ſight, 
When Winter windedoth keenely viow, 
Yet if the roote maintaine her right, 
The Spring their J. Iden lite wil ſhow. 
Bur if the roote be dead and dry, 
No marucll chough the branches dye. 


While hope did line within my breſt, 

No Winter ſlotme could kill deſire, 

But no diſdaine hath hope opprelt, 

Dead is the roote, dead is the ſpite. 
Hope was the roote, and {pire vas lous. 
No ſap beneath, no lite aboue. 


And as we ſee the rootleſſe Nocke, 
Ket. ine ſome ſap, and ſpring a while 


K 3 Y 
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Vit quickly proc lite leſſe block? 
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XXXVil. CANZONET. 


N. 7 1 compariſons with por fel? lone, 
147 [1well trees haue tops, the Aut her gall, 
Tie ſſye her ſpleene the licele fps; kes their heate: 
I he ilender haires call ſhadowes, though but ſinall, 
A 4 Bees haue ſſ nge, although they be not great, 
Sv have their tu! ges, 1) hauc (Millow pigs, 
A ad loue is loue, ui Beggars, as in Kings. 


Where riuers ſootheſt tun, deepe are the fords, 

The Diall ilirres, yet none perceines it moues 

The fiemeſt f. ich is in the fewelt words, 

Trc Turtles cannot fing, and yet they loue. 
Truc hearts have eyes, and cares, no tongues to ſpeake, 
They hegte, and ſce and ligh, and then they bieake. 


— — — 


— — 


XXAVIII. CANZ ONE. 
An an ere to the firft ſtaffe, that (ome ir vale 
in Beggars and wn Kings. 


2 Ompare the Bramble with the Cedar tree, 
The Pilmices anger with the Lyons rage: 
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What is the buzzing flye where Eagles be ? 

A drop the ſparke, no Seas can Actna ſwage. 
Small is che heate in Beggars breaſls that (pringsy 
But flaming fire conſumes the hearts of Kings. 


Who ſhrouds himſelfe where ſlender haires caſt ſhade? 
But mighty Oakes may ſcornethe Summer Sun; | 
Small cure will ſerue, where Bees the wound haue made, 
But Dragons poy ſon througheach part doth run. 
Light is the lou that beggars boſome ſtinge, 
te: Deepe is the wound that Cupid makes in Kings. 


Small channels ſerue, where ſhallow ſprings do ſlide, 
And little helpe will turn: or (tay their courſe: 
The higheſt bankes ſcarce hold the ſwelling tide, 
Which ouerthrowes all (tops with — 
The baſer ſort ſcatce wet them in the ſprings, 
Which oucr-whelme the head. of mighty Kings. 
What though in both the heartbe ſeat of loue, ; 
eake,} Theſclſe-lame ground both corne and cockle breeds: | 
e. Faſt by the Bryar, the Pine tree mounts aboue, | 
One kinde of grallc, the Iade, and lennet feeds: 
_ Sofrom the — by ſecret vertue ſprings, 
Vnlike deſirein beggars and in Kings. 


K 4 XXXIX. CAN 
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XXIX1X. CANZONET. 
A ſong is praiſe of a Beggave life. 


Right ſhines the Sunne, Play Beggars play, 
B Heere's ſcraps to — to day. * 
| — of Viols is ſo ſweete, 
As when our merry cla rin 
What mirth hating — meete, 
A beggars life is for a King. 
Eate, drinke, ad ply when we liſt, 
Go where we will, fockes be milt. 
Bright ſhines, &c. 


The world is ours, and ours alone, 
For we alone haue world at will, 

We purchaſe not, all is our owne, 
Both fields and ſtreetes we beggars hill. 
=_ care > —— — keepe, 
Did euer breake a beggars ſleepc. 

Briglu ſhines, &c. 


1 #4 
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A hundred head of blacke and white, 
Vpon our gownes ſecurely feede, 
If any dares his Maſter bite, 
He dies therefore as ſure as Creede, 
Thus beggars lord it as t caſey 
And — ers ——— 
Bright ſhincs the Sun, &c. 5 
F 
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XL. CANZONET. 
TeTme. 


Ternall Time that walleſt without waſt, 
That art, and art not,dic(t,and liueſt Ilill. 
Moſt dow ofall, and yet of greateſt haſt, 
Boch ill and good, and neither good nor ill. 
How can I iuſtly praiſe thee, or diſpraiſe, 
Darke are thy niglits, but bright and cleare thy daics, 


Beth free and ſcarce thou giu ſt and tak ſtagaine, 

Thy wombethat all doth breede, is Tombe to all; 

What ſo by thee hath lite by thee is (laine, 

From thee do all things riſe, to thee they fall: 
Conſtant, inconſtant, mouing, ſtanding (till, 
Was, is, ſnall be, doe thee both breede and kill. 


[loſe thee, while I ſeek to find thee our, 
The farther cff,the more I follow thee: 
The faſler hold, the greater cauſe ofdoube, 
Wal, is, I know, but ſhall, I cannot fee, 
All things by thee are meaſured, thou by none: 
All are in thee, thou in thy ſelfe alone. 
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XLI. CANZONET, 
A hymn in praiſe of Muſicke. 


Nuſe, pleaſure, profite, is that threefold band, 


Lach one me drawes,all three none can withitand, 
Ot force conioynd,Conquelt is hardly got. 
Then Mulicke may ot hearts a Monarch be, 
Wherein pray ſe pleaſure protic {0 agree. 


Praiſe-worthy Muſicke is, for God it praiſeth, 

And pleaſant, tor brute bealls therein delight, 

Great proſit from it Howes, tor why it raiſeth 

The mind overwhelmed with rude paſſions might: 
When againſt reaſon paſſions fond rebell, 
Mulicke doth that conficrac,and thoſe expell. 


If Muſicke did not merit endletle proſe, 
Would heauenly Spheares delight in ſiluer round? 
If ioyous pleaſure were not in ſweet layes, 
Would they in Court and Country fo abound? 
And profitable needes we muſt that call, 
Which pleaſure linkt wit praiſe doth bring to all. 


Heroicke minds with praiſes moſt incited, 

Seeke praiſe in Mulicke and therein cxcell; , 
God,man,bczſls,birds, with Muſic ke ate delighted, 
And pleaſant t is which pleaſeth all ſo well, 


A hich ties mens minds more falt the Gordions kno: 


No 


ke II. 


kno: 


No 
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No greater r profit is then ſelfecontent: 
And this will Mulicke bring, and care preuent. 


hen antique Poets Mulicks praiſes tell, 
They hy it bealls did pleaſe and ſlones did move: 
To proue more dull then ſtones, then beatis more 
Thoſe men which plealing Mubtcke did not loue, 
T hey fain d, it Cities built, and itates defended 
To ſhe the profite great on it depended. 


$weete birds(poore mens Mulicians) never flake 
To ling tweet Mulickes praiies day and night: 
The dying Swans in Mulicke picalures al 
oF ſhe that it the dying can delight: 
In lickactle,health,peace,warre,we do it need, 
Vaich proues ſu cet Aulicks profic doth exceed. 


But I. by niggard praiſing, do diſpraiſe 
Praiſe. worthy mulicke in my Morthleſſe Rime: 
Ne can the pleaſing profit uf tweet laies, 
Any ſaue learned Muſes well define, 
Vet all by theſe rude lines may clearely ſee, 
Praiſc,pleaſure, profite, in {weet muſicke be. 


— 
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XLII. CANZ ONE. 
Or a Hymne in praiſe of Neptune. 


(0); Neptunes Empire le vs fing, Or 


At whoſe command the waucs o bay: 
To whom the riuers tri bute pay, 
Downe the high mountaines ſliding: 
To whom che ſcaly Nation yeelds 
Homage for the Chriſtall fields 


Whercin they dwell. / 

And euery Sea - God paics a lem, 
Veerely out of his watry Cell, * 
To deck great Neptunes Diadem: Ti 
The Tritons dancing in a ring, It 
Before his Pallace gates, do make * 
The waters wich their ecchoes quake, It 
Like the great thunder ſounding: 

The Sea- Nimphs chant their accents ſhrill, 

And the Syrens taught to kill It 
With their ſweet voy ce: * 
Make euery ecchoing rock reply, It 
Vato their gentle marmuring noy ſe, Ei 

The praiſe of Neptunes Empery, 


Th. Campion. 


— D— 
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XLIII. CANZONET. 


Oy a Hymme that we: (org by Amphitryte, Thamaſis, & other 
Sea Nimphs in Grate» lune, Alaltę at the Court. 
1551. 


Of but Miftreſſer face, 
AM would you ſee my miſtreſſe face? 


t is a flowry garden place, 
Where knots of beauty haue ſuch grace, 
That all is worke, and no where Ipace. 


[tis a ſweete delicious morne, 
Where day is breeding, neuer borne: 
It is a meadow yet vnſhoroe, 

Which thouſand flowers do adorne. 


It is the heauens brightreflexe, 
Weake eyes to dazle and to vexe: 

It is th Idæa of her ſexe, 

Enuy of whom doth world perplexe 


| Itis a face of death that ſmiles, 

* Pleaſing, though ĩt kill the whiles, 

Where death and loue in pretty wiles, 

Fach other mutually beguiles 1 
[4 


— — — 
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[tis faire beavrics freſheſt youth, 

Ie is a fain'4 Eliziums truth: 

The fpring chat wintred hearts renu'th, 
And this i; chet iy toule purſu'th, 


+ —_ 
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XLIIII. CANZONET. 


pn Her palen- 7. 


Lame not my c:ccks, though pile with loue they be, 
| The kindly ner ei nto my heart is flowue: 
To cherriſh it that i- diſimiyd by thee, 
Who art ſo cruell and vnſtedtiſt growne. 
Fo- 41ature cald for by diſt: elſed hearts, 
Neglects, and q ite forſałes the ourward parts, 


| | But they whoſe chrekes wich eareleſſe bloud are ſtaind, 


s Nurſe not one {pa & ut loue within their hearts, 


And when they woogthey ſpeike with paſſioh find, 

| Forthcic bat loue lies in their outward parts, 
But in their bieaſls where loue his court ſhould hold 
Poore Cupid ſits, and blo ves his nayles for cold. 


Tho Campion. 


11. 


| 


— — 


Booke II. Of Canzonets. 


XLV. CANZONET. 
Of Cormmaes ſinging, 


VV Hen to her Lute Corinna (ings, 

Her voyce reutuesthe leaden ſtrings, 
And doth in higheſt notes appeare, 

As any challeng'd eccho cleere, 


But when ſhe doth of mourning ſpcake, 
Eu'n with her (ighs the ſtrings do breake. 


And as her Lute doth liue or die, 

Led by her paſſions, ſo mult I; 

For when of pleaſure fhe doth (ing, 

My thoughts enioy a ſodaine ſpring, 

But it ſhe doe of ſorrow ſpeaye, 

Eu'n from my heart the Hing do breake. 


The. Campion 


X':LVI. CANZONTT. 
pon his Ladies firhene(ſe of the Poe. 
+> andvnpartiall ſickenſſe, 
3word of that Arch-Monarke death, 


That ſubdues all ſtrength by weakeneſle, 
Whom all kings pay tribute breath. 


Are not theſe thy ſteps I tracke, 
In the pure ſnow of her face, 


When 
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When thou did'i} attempt to ſicke 
Her liues fortreſſe, and it race. 


Th'neauenly hony thou didſt ſucke, 
From her Roſe checks might ſuffice, 
Why chen didſt thou matte and plucke 
Thoſe deere flowers of rateſt pricet 


Meant thou thy Lord to preſent 
Wich thoſe rich ſpoiles and adorne, 
Lewing me them to lament, 

And in Inkes black teates thus mourne? 


No: lle in my boſome weare them, 


And cloſe lock them in my heart: 
# Thence,nor time, nor death ſhall beate them) 
Till I rommy telt depart, 


ALVII CANZONET: 
In the grace of wit of tongue and faces 


Her face:her tongue, her wit, ſo fire, ſo ſweet, ſo ſnarpe, 

| Firſt bent. thẽ dre, now hit, mine eye, mine care my hart 
Mine eye, mine eie. my heart, to like to learne to loue, 

4 Herfaccyhi: tong, hir wit, doth lead, doth teach, doth moue 
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Her face, her — — wit, wich. beams, with ſoũd, with art, 1 | 
Doth blind, dot N 
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a (my heart, 
Mine eie, mine eare, my hart, with life, with ,wichskil 
Her face, her cong. her wit, doth feed. doth fealt,dorh fill. 
Otace,o tong. o wit, withfrowns, with checks, with ſmare 
vr ing not, vex not, woũd not mine cie,mine eare, my hart 
This c ie this eare, this hart ſhal ioy, ſhal bin , fhal ſweare, 


Your face, your tong, your wit, to ſerue, to loue, to fee. 


1 


XLVIIL CANZO NET. 
An innefline agami? Women, 


Re women faire? I wondrousfaire to ſee too, 

Are women {weet ? Yea paſſing ſweet they be to: 
Mo'l tai-e and ſweeteto them that inlye loue them, 
Chalt and diſcreete to all, ſaue thoſe that proue them. 


Are women wiſe ? Nox wiſe, but they be witty, . 
Are women witty e Nea, che mote the pitty: a 
They are ſo witty, and in wit fo wily, 

That be ye ne te ſo wile, they will beguile ye. 


Are women fooles ? Nat fooles, but fondlings many, 
Can women fond betaithfull vnto any? 
When ſnow-white ſwans do run to colour ſable, 


Then women fend will be both firme and able, 
L Are 


charme, doth rule, mine eie, mine cate, BY 
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Are women Saints ? No Saints, nor yet no diuels. 
Are women good ? not but necedfull euils. 
So Angel · like, that diuelsI do not doubt the, 
go ncedfull ils, that few can liue without them. 


Are women I, paſſing proud, and praiſe them. 
Are women kind ? I, wondrous kind,andpleaſe them 
Or ſo imperious, uo man can endurethem, 

Or ſo kind hearted, any may procure them. 


Ignote. 


—— 
——_— 


XLIX. CANZONET. 
This ſong was ſung before her ſacred r Mareftic at a foew 01 
borſcbacke, wherewth the right Honourable the Earle 
of Cumberland preſented her Highneſſe 
on May day laft. 


Of laue gift. 


VV Ho giues a gift to bind a friend thereby, 
Doth ſet or put his gift to vſury: 


And he that giues 2 giſt that is not free, 

Gives where he liſt, ſo that he giue not me. 
For bought and {old is friendſhip ſtrange, 
Who lives by ſelling. lives by change. 
And he that loues to change his friend, 
Will turne to nothing in the end. 


— — — 


— 
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L. CANZO NET. 
The Auen of Lone. 


CW hat is loue, I praythee tell: 
It is that fountaine and that well, 
Wheie pleaſure and tepentauce dwell: 
It is perhaps that ſounding bell, 
That tols all in, to heauen, or hell, 
And tlus is louc, as I hcare «ll, 


Now what is Loue, I prethee ſay: 

It iz a worke on holy day, 

It is December matcli'd with May, 

When lulty bloods in freſh: array, 

Heare ten months atter of their play: 
And this is loue, as I hcare ſay. 


Now what is loue, I prethee faine, 
It is a ſun-ſhine mixt wich raine, 
Ie is a gentle plealing paine, 
A flower that dyes and ſprings avaiae, 
It is in faith that would full faine, 
And this is louc, and not a {laine. 


Yer what is loue, I prethee Cy, 
It is a pretty ſhadduw way, 
As well found out by night 28 Cay, 
It is a thing will bone decay: 
11 Ihen 
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Then take the vantage while you may, 
And this is loue as I heare ſay. 


—  — — — — — d 
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Now what is loue, Iprethee ſhow ? 
A thing that creepes and cannot goc, 
A prize that paſſeth too and fro, 
A thing for one, a thing for moe. 
And he that proues ſhall find it fo, 
And this is ſome ſweet friend I trow. 


In vainel liue, ſuch ſorrow lines in me, 

In vaine lives ſorrow, ſince by her I live : 

Life workes in vaine, where death will Maſter be, 

Death ſt. ĩues in vaine, where lite doth vertue giue. 

Thus cach*of vs would worke anothers woe, 
And hurts kimſelſe in vaine, and helpes his foe. 


ä ꝓ — . 69W9—¾ — _ — — — — —— 


LI. CANZONET. 


Laue the onely price of lowe. 


He faireſt Pearles that Northerne Seas do breed, 
For precious ſlones from Eaſterne coaltsare fold, 
Novught ycelds the earth that from exchange is freed, 
Gold values all, and all things value Gold. 
Where goodneſſe wants an equall change to make, 
Theregreatnelle ſerues, or number place doth take. 


No mo tall thing can beate ſo high a price, 
But chat with mortall thing it may be bought, 
The 
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The corne of Sicill buyes the Weſterne ſpice, 
French wine of vs, of them our cloth is ſought, 


No pearles, no gold, no ſtones, no cot ne, no ſpice, 


No cloth, no wine, of loue can pay the price, 


What thing is loue which nought can copnteruaile ? 


Nought ſaue it ſelſe, eu'n ſuchathing is loue, 

All worldly wealth in worth as farre doth faile, 

As lowelt earth doth yeeldto heau n aboue. 
Diuine is loue, and ſcorneth worldly pelſe, 


And can be bought with nothing, but it ſelſe. 


Such is the price my louing heart would pay, 

Such is the pay thy loue dot h claime as due, 

Thy due is loue, which I (poore I) aflay, 

In vaine aflay to quice with friendſhip true ; 
True is my loue, and true ſhall cuer be, 
And trueſt loue is farre too baſe for thee. 


Loue but thy ſelfe, and loue thy ſelfe alone, 
For ſaue thy ſelfe, none can thy love requite: 
All mine thou halt, but allas good 28 none, 
My ſmall deſart mult take a lower flight. 


Yet if thou wilt vouchſaſe my heart ſuch blilſe, 


Accepit for thy priionet a3 it is. 


Ile end of we /econd Bacle. 
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THE 
THIRD BOOKE OF 


Pailorals and Elives. 


Two Pflorals made by Sir Phillip Sidney. Vpon his 
mecting with his two worthy Friends, and tel. 
low Foetsr, Sw Edward Dicer, and 11. 
Fulke Gremzll, 


- — — TT OG: — — — — ũ O'S 


l, PASTORALL 


] Oyne mates in miith to me, 

Grant picalure to our meeting: 

Let Pan our god God lee, 

How gratcfuilis our greeting. 
Joyne hearts and hands, ſe let it be, 
A lake but ene mind in bodies thre: 


Ye Hynes and ſinging skill 

Of Gid Apollocr owing, 

Fe prett our reeds to fil, 

With ſound of muſicke living, 
[one bearts «nd hand e. 


Sweete C 11 news 11a pe, wholtc wind 
Ihe. L d:all n:ountatnes meued, 


2 es © 
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Let here thy akill abound, 
To ioyne ſwecte friends beloued. 
loyxe hearts and hands, fc, 


Mytwoand I be met, 

A happy bleſſed Trinitie, 

As three molt joyntiy let, 

In firmeſt band of vanity. 
loyne hands, Cc. 


bis 


Welcome my two to me, E. D. F. C. P. S. 
The number beſt beloued, 
Vithia my heart you be 
In ſtiendſhip vmemoued. 
[ome handi, fc, 


Giue leaue your flockesto range, 

Let vs the while be playing, 

Wühin the Elmy grange, 

Your flockes will not be (traying. 
{oyne hands, & C. 


Cauſe all the mirth you cap, 
Since I am now come hether, 
Who neuer io but when 
Iam wich you together. 

leyne hund, Cc. 


{ Like Louers doe rheir loue, 
So ioy I, in you ſeeing: 


- 
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Let nothing me remoue [ 
From alwaies with you being. ( 
Joyn: hands, Cc. k 

\ 

And as the Turtle Doue ( 
To mate with whom he liueth, ! 


Such comfort, ferugpt loue 
Ot you to my heart giueth. 
lene bands, Cc. 


Now ioyned be our hands, 

Let them be ne'reaſunder, 

But linkt in binding bands, 

By metamorphoz d wonder. 
Se Gould owr [emered hodves three, 
At one for ener ieyned be. 


Sw Phil. Sidney, 


m i. ” ww —" _ 
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II. PASTORALL. 


Di praiſe of a Courtly life, 


VV Alk ing in bright Phoebus blaze, 
W here with heatcoppueit [| was, 
I got toa ſhady wood, 

Where greene leaues did newly bua, 


And ct groſſe wos plenty dwelling, 
Deckt with pide fowers [weetly {melling, 


- 
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In this wood a man I met, 

On lamenting wholly fer: 

Ruing change of wonted ſlate, 
Whence he was transformed late, 
Onceto Shepheards God reraining, 
Now in ſeruile Court remaining. 


There he wandring malcontent, 

Vp and downe perplexe3 went, 
Daring not to tell ro me, 

Spake vnto a ſenſleſſe tree, 

One amongſt the reſt electing. 

Theſe ſame words, or this effe cting. 


My old mates I grieue to ſee, 

Voyde of me in field to be, 

Where we once our louely ſheepe, 

Louingly like friends did keepe, 
— Oſt each others ſriendſhip proving, 

Neuer ſtriuin g, but in loving. 


But may Love abiding be 

In poore ſhepheards baſe degree? 

It belongs to luch alone 

To who art of Loue is knowne: 
Scely ſhepheards are not witting 
What ini art of Loue is fitting, 


Nay, hat nced the art tothoſe, 
To whom we our loue diſcloſc? 
In 


- 
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It is to be vſed then, 

When we do but flatter men: 
Friendfhip true in heart a ſured, 
I3 by natures gifts procured, 


Therefore ſhepheards wanting skill. 
Can Loves ductics belt fulfill, 

Since they know not ho to faine, 
Nor with Loue to cloake diſdaine: 
Like the wiſer ſort, whoſe learning 
Hides their inward will of harining. 


Well was I,while vnder ſhade 

Oaten Reeds me mulicke made, 
Striuing with iny mates in Song: 
Mixing mirth our Songsamong. 
Greater was the ſheapheards treaſure, 


Then this falſe, fine, courtly pleaſure, 


Where, how many Creatures be, 

So many pufr in minde | ice, 

Like to June birds of pride, 
Scarcecach other can al ide: 

Friends like to black Swans apesriag 


. Soonertheſc than tholc in hear ing. 


Therefye Pin, if thou mayſt be 
Mile to lun vato me, 
Grantt ay (it ſ{ely man 


- — — — — 


May! 


| 
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May make treaty to God Pan,) 
That I, without thy denying, 
May be (till co thee relying, 


Only for my two loues fake, Sir Fd. D. and WM FE. G. 
In whoſe loue I pleaſure take, 

Onely two do medelight 

wWuh cheircuerepleafing light, 

Ot all men tothee retaining. 

(ant dc with thoſe two remaining. 


do ſhall l vnto thee alwayes, 
Wich my reeds ſuund mighty praiſe, 
And firit Lambe that ſhall befall, 
Ycarely deckethine Altar ſhall, 
t it pleaſe thee tobe reflected, 
And 1 from thee not teiected. 


go I left him is: that place, 
Lo king pitie on his caſe, 
Learning this among the reſt 
That the meane cltate is belt, 
' Berter filled with contenting 


Voyd ot wiſhingand repeating. 


S. Ph. Siarey. 


NY 


- 
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III. PASTORALI. 
Hague betrwrene two Shepbeards, Thenot and Th 
Pers in pr aiſe of Altrea. 
Tn I Sing divine Aſtreas praiſe, Pj 
O Muſes helps my wits to raiſe, 
And heaue my verſes higher, 
r. Thou needs the truth but plainly tell, 
Which much I doubt thou canſt not wel 7 
Thou art ſo ofta lyer. 
Then. If in my ſong no more I ſhow, P 
Then heauen and earth, and Sea do know, | 
Then truely I haue ſpoken. | 
Piert. Sufficeth not no more to name, 
But being no leſſe, the like, the ſame, E 
Eiſc lawesof truth be broken. ; 
Then. Then ſay, ſhe is ſo good, ſa fayre, F 


Wich all the earth ſhe may compare, 
Nor Momus ſelfe denying: 
' « Piers, Compare may thinke where likeneſſe holds, - 
Nouphe like to her the earth enfolds, | 
] looxc to finde you lying. 


Then. Aſlre1ſces with wiſedomes ſi ht, 
Ares workes by Vertues might, 
Aud ioyntl both dollay in her. 
222 Pier. 
— . —— 


— — 
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Prers, Nay take from them her hand. her mind, 
The one is lame, the other blind. 
Shall (till your lying ſtaine her? 


Then, Sooneas Aftrea ſhewes her face, 
Straight cuery ill auoyds the place, 
And euery good aboundeth 
Piers, Naylong before her face doth ſhow, 
The laſt doth come, the fir ſt doth go 
How lowd this lic reſoundech. 


Then. Aſtraa is our chiefelt ioy, 
Our chiefeſt guard againſt annoy, 
Our chicfe't wealth, our treaſure, 
Pier... Where chiefeſt are, there others be, 
To vs none elſe but onely ſhe, 
When wilt thou ſpeake in meaſurct 


' Then. Aſtras may be iuſtly ſayd, 

; A held in — Rabe arrayd, 

In ſeaſan freſhly ſpringing. 
Piri. That ſpring indures but ſhorteſt time, 
This never leaues Areas clime, 

; Thou lyeſt, in ſtead of linging. 

| 


' Then, Asheaucnly light that guides the day, 
| Right ſo doth ſhine each louely Ray, 
That from Afreaflycth. 
Pier. Nay, darkenelle of that light in cloudes. 
Aſtræas beames no darkneſſe ſhrowdes: 
How loudly Thenet ly eth. 


$7 5% — 


Ids, 


- 


— —— —— 


158 Of Paſtorals. Booke 111. | 


Then, Aſtreerig\tlyterme l may _ 
A manly "Palme;a maiden bay, 
Her verqure neuer dying. 
Piers, Palmentris crooked, Bay is low, 
She fill vpright, Mill high doth grow, } 
Good Thenot leaue thy lying. 


„ 


Then, Then Piers. of friendſhip tell me why. 
My meaning true, my words ſhould lie, | 
And ſtriue in vune to raiſe her? 
Piers, Wordstromconceicto onely riſe 
Aboue conceit her honour flies: 
But lilence naught can praiſe her. 


Mary Ceusteſſe of Pembreoke. 


——— — — — ——U— — — — 


III. PASTO RALI. 


A roun acl ay in nue tra Ann betweene the two f-1exd!y Ris 
wal, a Streps: on and un: en the proſerge of Frama 
Mftrejle ro them both, 


Herre hen, 
027 uit her ſhall I curnc me, 
Fro uthigt eyes light, | 
Whoſe pr kling lig * 
Wich quenchlctle mes ꝓ eſent. nd abſent burne me? | 
For l hurne when as view then, 


And | burne whiiznl cichew them, 
K lang 


— . FITS eee EY 


— — — 
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Since I cannot eſche w them, 
But that their light 
Is in my ſight, 
Boch when | view them not, and when I view them: 
Ere their flames will ceaſe to burne me, 
From my ſelſe, my ſelte mult turne me. 


Strephon. 
When gone are preſent by you, 
I feele their might 
And your eyes bright 
Appeare more glorious, other being nigh you, 
So alone, or elſe compared. 
Wretch, am by them inſnared. 


Klains, 
Since that I am inſnared 
By your eyes bright, 
Ana feele their might: 
Whether alone they be or elſe compared, 
Whereſoeuer I am nigh you, 
Loue ] muſt, if I be by you. 


7 .- 


Stephen 
When you looke kindly on me, 
j oy love incite, 
And ſpite of ſpite 
I lovethemlikewiſe,when you frowne vpon me, 
do, how ere your lookes are framed, 
By your lookes I am inflamed, 


Me Coins 


= 
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K laws. 
Since that I am inflimed, 
Eu 'n by their ſpite. 
And they incite 
Soule- warming flames when they are mildely framed, 
How fo ere you looke vpon me, 
Loue I mult if you looke on me. 


Strephon. 
O when ſhall I chem baniſhy 
Since ag unſt right, 
No day nor night. 
Though abſentfrom me, from methey do vaniſh? 
So no teſpite time doth grant me, 
But inceſlantly they haunt me. 


K lains, 
Since they (alas) do haunt me 
Both day and night, 
And wonted right, 
Obtai d by ablence, ablence doth not grant me, 
Night and day may ſooner vaniſh, 
Theatrom me I can them baniſh, 


Strephon 
They, hen the day doth leaue me, 
Lodge in my ſpirit: 
And of their light, 
No light by day diicerned can bereaue me. 
ho nur day ovghte elſe reve? leth, 
NG: tie night tne lame conccalech, 


Boobe III. 


ed, 


| 
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K lars, 
Since day, like night concealeth 
Exch other ſigbt, 
And to my ſpirit 
Concealing dai kneſſe, them like day reuealeth. 
Time oftime mult quite bereaue me, 
Ere your loo kes ſweet lookes, will leaue me. 


ter Dauiſon. 
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V. PAST ORALL 


Or £ trephons Palinode. 


Strephon , pen ſome unkindneſſe conccised, having made 
ſrew to leaue Irma, and mate loue to another Nymph, was at 
the next ſo/emme aſſembly of ſ1:pheards not onely frowned vp- 
pom by I rauia, but commanded with great bitterne (ſe out of her 
preſence : Wherewupon, ſorry for his offence y and defivons to re. 
game hey grace hom he neuer had forſaken but in ſhew, ven 
bis knee, he in tlu⸗ feng bumbly craues pardoniand rama fins 
ding hiſ true peniteuce, and ymwnlling tel e ſo worthy a ſerwant 
recciues hum ag uns into greater grace and fanimr then before. 


Gee, do not pardon crave 
Till I have, - 
by deſires this fault amended, 


This, lonely this defire, 
M That 


: — 
1 
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T hat your ire 
May with penance be ſuſpended, 
M 
Not my will but fate did fetch Ye 
Me poore wretch, 
Into this vnhappy error. W 
Which to plague no tyrants mind x 
Paine can find, 
Like my hearts ſelfe guilty terror. 
Then, O then letthat ſuſtice | ” 
Your deare eycs 
Need not, need not more afflict nie. M 
Nor your {weete tongue dipt in gall, Fa 
Need at all 
From your prelence interdict me. In 
Vnto him that hell ſuſtaines. T 
No new paines 
Need be {ought for his tormenting. * 
O my paines hels paines ſurpalle: Fc 
Yeralas! 
Youare llill new panes inventing, ; Fi 
By my loue, long. firme, and true, N 
Borne to you, 
Ny theſe teares my griefe expreſſing, N 
Py this Pipe which nights and dies IN 
lounds your praiſe | 
I'ittie ancany fault conſeſſing. 
| Or 


UI. 


—ü— U— — — 


— 
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Or it I may noe delire 

That your ire | 
May with penance be (ſuſpended; 
Yet let me full pardon crave, 

When I haue, 
With ſoone death my fault amended, 


— — — 


Vraniaes anſwere iminuerted rimers 
Staffe for Staffe. 
gd nce true penance hath ſuſpended 
Fained ire, 
More lle grant then you deſite. 
Faults confeſt are halte amended, 
And I have, 
In this halfe, all that I craue. 


Therefore baniſh now theterror, 
Which you find 

in your guiltleiſe grieua mind. 

For though you haue made an error, 

From me wretch 

Firſt beginning it did ferch, 

Nere my ſight Ile interdict chee 
More at all. 

Nere ſpeake words more dipt in gall; 

Nere, nete will I more afflict chee 
Withtheſe eyes, 

What is paſt,ſhall not ſuſlice. 


M 3g No 


— 


- 
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| Now new jioyes Ile be inventing, 
N Which (alas) 
| May thy patſed Woes ſurpaſſe. 

Too long thou hall felt tormenting, 
| Too great paines 
So great love and faith ſuſtaines. 


( 
1 


Let theſeeyes(by thy confcfling, 
Worthy pray ſe) 

Neuer ſee more nights nor dayes, 

Let my woes be palt expreſling, 
When to you 

I ceaſe to be kind and true. 


3 be os — 


Thus are both our (ates amended, 
For you haue 

Fuller pardon then you craue, 

And my feare is quite ſuſpended, 
Since mine ite 

rougnt th effect I molt deſire. 


„ 


Fra. Dauiſen. 


my ww woe 


—_— — — 
— — — — 


VI. PASTORALL 


Snepheard pooregCubulus cald he was 
4 A Poocc now alas, buc crll had iolly beene) 


* 


One 
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One pleaſant morne when as the Sunne did paſſe 
The hery hornes of raging Bull betweene, 

His little flocke into a Meade did bring, 

As ſoone as day - light did begin to ſpring, 


Freſh was the Meade in Aprils liuery dight, 
Decke with greene —— with liluer Brookes, 
But ahl all other was the ſhepheards plight, 
All other were both ſheepe and ſhepheards lookes: 
For both did ſhew by their dull heauy cheare, 
They tooke no pleaſure of the pleaſant yeare. 


He weeping went, ay me that he ſhould weepe! 

They hung their heads, as they to weepe would learne, 

His heauy — did ſend foorth lighing deepe, 

They in their bleating voyce did ſeeme to yearne. 
Heleaneand pale, theit fleece was rough and rent. 
They pinde with paine,and he with doloursſpent, 


| 
His pleaſant Pipe was broke(alas the while) 


And former merriment was baniſhe quite. 
His ſhepheards Crooke that him vpheld ere-while, 
e earſt had throwne away with great deſpite. 
Tho leaning gain'ta ſhrub that him ſuſtained, 
To th earth, ſun,birds, trees echo thus he plained, 


Thou all · ſoorth- bringing earth, though winter chill, 


With bluſtring wiades bla ctF thy mantle greene, 
And with his Snow and hoary froſtes doe ſpill, 


Thy Flora-pleaſing flowers and kill th m clean. f 
1) + » 
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Yet when freſh ſpring returnes againe 
To driue away the wuiters paine, 
Thy froſt and ſnow 
Away do goe. 
Sweete Zephyres breath cold Boreas doth diſplace, 
And fruitfull ſhowers. 
Reuiue thy flowers, 


And nought but ioy is ſeene in cucry place. 


But ah how long. alas how long doth lat 
My endleſſe winter without hope of Spring? 
Hou have my ſighs, my bluſtring ſighs de tac t 
The flowers and buds whicherlt my ſoule did bring. 
Alas the tops char did aſpire, 
Lie troden now in filthy mite. 
Alas! my head 
Is all be ſpread 
Wich too vntimely ſnow:and eke my heart 
All ſence hath loſt, 
Tlirough hardned troſt, 
Of cold deſpaire, that long harh bred my ſmart, 


What though ſome riſing Torrents ouerfiaw 
With nought-regarding (treames thy plcaſart _— 
And with their furious force do lay full love, 

Thy drowned Rlowers, how euer lu cete they beene? 
Soone fall thoſe flouds as ſoone a they roſe, 
(For fury ſoone his force doth loſe, 

And then full each 
Apollocs breath, 


* 


1 
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* 
And gro tore Fuirfull by their former harme. 


O would the teares that Torrent-like do flow, 
A downe my hollow cheekes with reſtleſſe force, 
Would once (O that they could once)calmer grow, 
Would like to thine,once ceaſe their ceaſles courte, 
Tnine laſt not longy,mine ſtill endure: 
Thine cold, and ſo thy wealth procure: 
No mine are fl, 
. And ſo do kill 
Both flower and roote, with molt vnkiadly dew: 
What ſunne or winde 
Away can find, 
The roote once dead, the flowers to renew ? 


Thouzthough the ſcorchingh cate of Summers Sunne, 
(While ill-breath'd Dog the raging Lyon chaſeth) 
Thy peckl-d flowers do make of colour dun, 
And pride of all thy greeny hayre detaceth: 
And in thy moyſture wanting ſide, 
Deepe wounds domake and gaſhes wide: 
Yer as they weat, 
By Phœbus heste, 
To turne to wholeſome drynelle is procured. 
So Pkar>us heate 
By South. winds weate 
Is Hone ail vaged, and all thy wound; recurcd, | 
M 4 Such 


- 
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Such heate as Phæbus hath me almoſt ſlaine. 
As Phæbus heate ?ah no, farre worſe then his, 
It is Aſtreas burning-hot diſdaine 
That par ched hath the roote of all my blille: 
T hat hath (alas) my youth defaced, Fo! 
Thatin my face deep wounds hath placed 
Ah thatno heat 
Can dry the weat A« 
The flowing weate of my (till weeping eyes 
Ah that no weate 80 
Can quenchthe heate, (N 
b The burning heate within my heart that lies! A1 


— — 


Thou doſt, poore wretch,beare many a bitter ſtound, 
While greedy ſwaines forgetting former neede, 
With crooked plowes thy tender backe do wound, 
Wich harrowes biting teeth do makethee bleede, 
But earthſ ſo may thoſe greedy ſwaynes 1 
Wich piteous eye behold thy paines) ! 
O earth,tell me, | 
When thou doll ſee, 
Thy fruitfull backe with golden eares beſet, 
Doth not that toy 
Kill all annoy, 
And make thee all thy former wounds forget ? 


— 


— — — — 


And l, it once my tired heart might gaine 
The haruelſt faire that to my faith is due: 
Ifonce I might Aſtreas grace regaine: 


If once her heart would un my ſorrowes rue, 
Alas, 


II. 


a3, 
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Alas, I could theſe plaints forgoe, 
And quite forget my former woe. 
But (O ! coſpeake 
My heart doth breake) 
For all my ſeruice, faith, and patient mind, 
A crop of gricfe, 
Without reliefe, 
A crop of ſcorne, and of contempt I finde. 


Soone as the Shepheards ſtarre abroad doth wend, 
(Nights harbinger) to ſhut in brightſome day: 
And gloomy night, on whom blacke clouds attend, 
Doth Tyrant. like through sky vſurpe the ſway, 
Thou art (poore earth) of ſunne deptiued 
Whoſe beames tothee all joy deriued. 
But when Aurore 
Dothope her dore, 
Her purple doore to let in Phœbus waine, 
The night giues place 
Vnto hisrace, 
And then with ioy the Sunne returnes againe. 


O would my Sunne would once returne againe ! 
Returne and driue au ay th infernall night, 
In which I dye, fince ſhe did firſt retraine 
Herheauenly beames which were mine onely light, 
In her alone all my light ſhin'd, 
And lince ſhe ſhin'd not, I am blind, 
Alas, on all, 
Her beames do fall. 


* 


— —— ͤ ͤNrꝙ:́ ä — — A 
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Saue wretched me, whom ſhe doth them deny, 
And bleſſed day 
She giues alway, 

To all, but me, who (tiil in darkeneſſe lie. 


In mourneful darkneſſe lalone do lie, 
And with, but ſcarcely hope, bright day to ſee , 
For hop d fo long, and wiſh t ſo long haue I, 
As hopes and withes both abandon iner. 
My night hath laſted fhficene yeares . 
And yetno glimpſe of day appeares, 
O doc not let, 
Him that hath ſet 
His ioy, his light, his lite in your ſveete grace, 
Be vntelieu d, 
And quite depriu d 


Ofyour deare ſight, which may this night diſplace. 


Phœbus, although with tiery hooſed ſleedes, 
T hou daylie Joc the flecpy Welkin beate, 
And fromthis painefull taske art neuer freedgy 
But dailye bound to lend the world thy heate: 
Thougi thou in fierie chartot iide, 
And burning heate thereot abide, 
Yer ioone as night 
Doth dim the light, 
And hale her fable Cloake through vaulted skie, 
Thy tourne's cealt, 
Aud thou doclt relt, 


In =—_ ot Thetis Gueraigntiec. Ther 
ice 
. 
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Thrice happy Sun whole paines ate ea by night, 
O hapleſſe 1, whoſe woes laſt night and day. 
My paines by day doe make me wiſh for night, 
My woes by vight ,doe make me cry for day. 
By day Iturn ile vp and downe, 
By night in {eas otteates j drowne: 
O painetv!! pligh:! 
O wretched night, 
Which neuer finds a morne of toyfull light: 
O {ad decay, 
O wretched day, 
That neuet feelesthe eaſe of ſilent niglit 


Ye chirping Birds, whoſe notes might ivy my mind. 
(It to my mind one drop of ioy could ſinke) 
Who erlt through Winters tage were alinoſt pinde, 
And kept through barren frolifrominexce or drinke, 
A blciled change ye now haue ſeene, 
That changed hath your wofull tcene, 
By day you ſing. 
And maketoring 
The neighbour groucs with Eccho of your ſong, 
In ſilent night, 
Full cloſely dight, 
You ſoundly ſieepe the buſhes grecne among. 


But I, u ho erft (ah wofull word tu ay) 

Enioy d the pleaſant ſpring otter t te grace, 
And then could ſing aud d nc nd ſport and play: 
Since her fierce anger did my p it g di place: 


rice . My 
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My nightly reſt haue turn d to detriment, 

Lo plaints hath curn'd my wonted merriment. 

The dongs I ling 2 

While day doth ſpring, cc 

Are bootleſſe plaints till I can plaine no more. ny i 

| The relt I caſt, 1. 

While night doth laſt, An! 

Is broken ſighes, till chey my heart make ſore. v 

Thou fl ower of the field that erſt didſt fade, 1 


And nipt with Northerne cold didſt hang the head: 
And trees whoſe bared bowes haue loſt their ſhade, N 
Whoſe withered leaues by welterne blaſts were ſhed, 
Ye'gia to bud and ſpring againe, 
Winter is gone that did you ſtraine. 


Now ouerthrowne, 
With woe, with griefe, wich wailing now am waſted. 


But I that late A 

With vpright gate, i 

Bare vp my head, while happy fiuour laſted: - 
Now old am growne T 

H 


Your ſpringing ſtalke with kindly ioyce doth ſprout, 
My tainting legs doe waſt and fall away : 
Your ſtretched armes are clad with leaues about, 7 
My gricte. conſumed armes doe faſt decay. | 
You gin againe your tops lift vp; 
done to carth-ward gin to ſtuope. 6 
Eꝛch bo we and twig 


Doth waxe ſo big. Th 
at 
5 
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ell hat ſcarce the rinde is able it to hide: 

doe ſo faint, 

And pine with yu 

That ſlops and hoſe, and Galage wax too wide. 


Eccho,how well may ſhe that makes me mone, 
By thy example learne to rue my paine ? 
Thou hearſt, my plaints when as 1 waile alone, 
And wailing accents anſwereſt againe. 
When as my breaſt through griefe I beate, 
That wofu!l ſound thou doltrepeate, 
When as I fob, 
And heartly throb, 
{ A dolefull ſobbing ſound againe thou ſendelt : 
F And when I weepe, 
And ſigh full deepe, 
A weepy, ſighing voyce againe thou lendeſt. 


gut ah ! how oft haue my ſad plaints aſſaide, 
To pierce her cares, deafe one ly vnto me ? 
How oft my woes in mournetull inke arraidc, 
1. Haue tride to make her eyes my griefes to ſec? 
And you my ſighes and teares, how often 
Haue ye ſought her hard heart to ſoften ? 
And yet her eye, 
Doth (till deny, 
For all my woes one bitter teare to ſhed ; 
And yet her heart 
Will not impart, 
One hearty ſigh for griefe her ſelfe hath bred. 
Nor 


hat 


— — : — 


of Paſtarals. Boo III. 


— —— ꝙ— — 


_ 
Nor I, alas, do viſh that her faire eyes, As 
Her bielled małing eyes ſhould ſheda teare, Ar 


Nor that one (1g1 from her deare breſt ſhould riſe, 
For a Ihe pꝛines, the woes, the wrongs | beate. 
Fic't lic this weight oppretle me (hill, 
Ere th: throvg't me taſte any ill. 
Ah it ! Wea: 
But gin hee ſight, 
And fliew her ere l dye, my wretched caſe: 
O chen ſhould l, 
Contented die: 
But ah I dye, and hope not ſo much grace. 


_= — —— — — 
a - N = - - 
* 


: 
ö 


With that hisfainting legs to hrinke begun, 
And lethim ſinke with gaftly looke to ground 
And there he lay asthough his lite were done, 
Till chat his Doo, ſeeing that woofull ſtound 
With pittcous howling, kilſing, and with ſcraping, / 
Brought Hig againe from chat ſweete ſowre elcaping, 


Then gan his tearcs {© ſviftly for to flow, 
As for't hizetc-lids fot to giue them way, 
Tien blullino ſighis too boy ſtrouſly gan blow, 
And hs veakelips could not his furie (hy, 
And in warꝗ griefe wichall ſo hugely ſwel d, l 
A, tearcs, (12138, gricte had ſoone all words expeld, | I 
i 


- 
* ®@ 


Ar lad when Al 2uds of teares began to ceale, 
Aud ioc urs of weary li qhs more calme to blow 
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As he went on with words his griefe to eaſe. 

And remnantof his broken plaint to ſhew: 
He ſpide the k ye ore · ſpred with nightly cloude, 
So home he Went, bis flock and him to ſhrowde. 


Ful ulut bis Embleme. 


Vri mth; Pergama Reſt ant. 


VII, PASTORALL, 


Eglogne imtitul:d C addy. 


x 
A Little Heard.groome(forhe was no bett) 
When courſe of yearercturn'd the pleaſant ſpring, 
ng. At breake of day without-en further lett 
Caſt with himſelfe his lock a field to bring, 
And for they had ſo long beene pent with paine. 
At ſight of Sun they ſeem d to live againe. 


2 

Such vas the Hocke all bent to breuſeandplay, 
| But nothing ſuch their maſter was to ſee. 
Downe hung his drouping head like rainy day, 

His cheekes witii teareslike ſprings bedewed be. 

His wringed hands ſuch ſilcut mone did make, 
1 Well may you gueſſe he was with oue y take. 
$ The 


ee en 
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Bc 
The while his flocke went feeding on the greene, v. 
And wantonly for ioy of Summer plaide, 1 
All in deſpight as if he n ould be ſeene, f 
He caſt himlelfe to ground full ill appaide. (plaine, 1 
Should ſeeme tneir pleaſance made him more com-. 
For ioy in light not felt, is double paine. If 
4 
Vnhappy boy why liu it chou (till, quoth he, n 
And halt chy deadly wpund fo long agoe ? pa 
What hope of after hap ſuſtaineth thee ? \ 
As if there might be found ſome caſe of woe, « 
Nay better dye ten thouſand times then liue. 
Since cuery houre new cauſe of death doth giue. At 
5 
The joyfull Sunne, whom cloudy winters ſpight, 
Had ſhut from vs in watry fiſhes haske, (1 


Returnes againe to lend the world his light, 
And ted as roſe begins his yearely taske. 
His fiery ſtee des the ſteepy welkin beate, 


And both the hornes of climing bull doe heate * 

7 | 

But ali no d unne of grace appeares to me, - 

Cloſe hid ſhe lies, tom who n I ſhould havelight, ( 

The cloudes of blacke diſdaine fo foggy be, , 

That blind ] lye (poore boy) bereft of light : | 
And yet [ {ce the Sunne I ſeeke to find, 


And yet tlie more l ſee, the more am blind. 


7 
Thrice happy ground, whom ſpoyld with winters rage, 
Ine heat of pleaſant ſpring tene wes againe: 


Vnlappy 
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Vnhappy I, who in my ſpring of age, 
The froſt of cold deſpaite bath wel-nigh ſlaine. 
L How ſhall 1 bide your (tormy winters ſmart, 
plaine, } when ſpcivg it ſelte hath frorne my bloodleſſe heart? 
com. 8 
ſce the beauty of thy flowers renew, 
Thy mantle greene with ſundry colour; ſpred, 
Thou ſeeſt in mes change ot former hew, 
paleneſ le for white, blackneſſe for lively red. 
What hope of harueſt fruit; or Summer flowers, (ers? 
Since that my ſpting is drownd with tearcs like ſhows 


2 

And laſt of all, but lieu ſt of all ro me, 

Thou leany flocke, that didil of late lament, 

And wienctle waſt for ſh rds all to ſee, 

(Thy knees ſo weak, thy fleece ſo tough & rent) 

That thou with paine didſt pine away vntcd, 
All for thy malter was with loue mifled. 
19 

Now ꝑinſt as earſt forget thy former ſtate, 

And range amid the buskes thy ſelfe to feed, 

Faire fallthee little locke, both rathe and late, 

(Was neuet Lovers ſheep, that well did ſpeed) 
Thou free, | bound, ti cu glad, l pine in paine, 
Iflrive to die, and thou to live full fainc. 

11 

Woe worth the ſtund, wherein I toołe delight, 

To frame the ſhitting of my nimble feete, 

rage? ¶ To cheerefull found of Pipe in Moone-ſhine night, 

Such pleaſance paſt at erſt does gur m gteet. 

M I weer,'d 
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or” ween d by night haue ſhun'd che pirching ray, 
But niglit it ſelte was twice more hot then day. 


12 
Then firit of all (and all too ſoone for me) 
| aw thulke Latle, yea more then ſa her too, 
Her Chriſtall eyes more bright then Moone to ſee, 
Her eyes, her eycs,through which I am vndoo. 
Onthem I gaz'd, then faw | tomy coſt, 
Through too much ſight mine onely lights loſt. 


13 
Where beenethe dapper ditties that I dight, 
And Rouiidelaies, and Virclaies fo ſoot ? 
Whilome with Collins felte compare ] might, 
For other [wainc, to ſttiue was little boot, 
Such skill I had in making all above 
But all too lictle sxill to conquer loue. 
14 
What helps it meto haue my piping praia d 
Of all aue her, whomonely l would pleaſe 2 
Nought care I though ny 2 to sky be tai d 
For pleaſant ſong that brings my heart no eaſe. 
Wherefore buth Pipe and ſong 1 all forſweare, 
And former plcaſance vttetly forbeate. 
15 
Wich that he call his oke to Welkin high, 
Anifowihe doubl:d ſladowes fli: away: 
And as he glatiſt halſe in deſpight awry, 
He ſhide the Shepleards Narre ſhut in the day: 
Nen roſe, md homewerd with his flocke him went; 
\Wheſcroyce did heipe tlicir maſlers caſe lament. 
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VIII. PASTORALL 


Alade long ſince pon the death of Sw 
Philip Sidney. 


Thenot, Ferie. 


E R I N,arred what new iniſchance betide, 
Hath reft thee of thy wonted meriment t 
Faire feeds thy flock this pleaſant fpriog belide, 
Nor lous, I weene, hath made thee diſcontent, 

Sild age and loue, doe meete in one conſent, 


Prin, 


Ah Thenot, where the Toy of heart doth faile, 
What maruaile there, if muth and mulicke quaile ? 
dee how the flowers of the field do ſpring, 
The purple Roic, the Lilly white as ſnow, 
With ſmell anJ colour tor an harueſt King, 
May ſerue to make vs young againe, | crow: 
Vet all this pride is quickly laid tull low. 
Soone as the roote is nipt with nottherne cold, 
What ſmell, or beauty, can we then behold ? 


Thenot. 


As good not heare, as heard, not vnder{tand, 

My oorrell braines through eld bene all too dull, 
dike miller meaning nill by me be ſcand, 

All as my face, fo wrinkled is my Kull. 

hen fay me Perin, by the hope of Wull, 


N 2 


And 
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And by thine Ewes blowne bags, and bagpipes ſoun 
So notone Aueling in thy flocke be found. 


— — 


180 


Peri. TH 
Ah Thenot, by thine all-derliefeſt Laſſe, * 
Or whatſocuer is more deere to thee: He 


No bagpipe name, let ſong and ſolace palle, 
Death hath vndone my flock, my pipe, and me, 


Dead is the ſheeps delight, the ſhepheards glee, My 
Brokeis my pipe, and I my ſelfe torlorne Ar 
My ſheepe vnfed, their fleeces rent and torne. 

Thenot. Pr 

I mickle mus d fuch vncoth change to ſee, A 

My flocks refus'd to feede, yet hale they were: Ti 

The tender Birds fate drouping on the tree, Li 

The careleſſe Lambs went wandring heere and there. | Bu 

My ſclfe vaknownea part of griete did bearc, \ 
Ne wilt I why yet heauy was my heart, 1 


Vntimely death was cauſe of all this ſmart 
Vp Perin, vp, aduance my mournefulllayes, 
Sound loud thy pipe, but ſound it dolefull wiſe, 


Perm, 


Who elſe but Thenot can the Muſcs raiſe, 
And reach them ſing and dance in mournefnll guiſe | Ye 


My tngers ſtitfe my voyce doth hotſely rife, Ye 
Ye 

Thenst. ww 

Al, where i, Collin and his piſſing Skill? 8 
For hi i: ist: ſorrow to full, 8 


here. 


iſe 


Scarſe can he breath from ynder heapes of woe, 
He that beates heauen, beares no ſuch weight I trow. 


Tbenot. 


Hath he ſuch skill in making all aboue, 
And hath no skill to get, or Wealth or Louet 
Perm, 
Praiſe is the greateſt priſe that Poets gaine, 
A ſimple gaine that feedes them ne're a whit. 
The wanton Laſſe for whom he bare ſuch paine, 
Like running water loues to change and flit. 
But if thou liſt to heare a ſorry fit, 
Which Cuddy could in dolefull yerſe endite, 
Blow thou thy pipe while Ithe ſame recite. 
Thenot, 


Gin when thou liſt, all be my skill but (mall, 
My forward mind ſhall make amends for all, 


Perm. 

Ye Nimphs that bath your bodics in this {prings 
Your tender bodies white as driven ſnow: 
Ye virgins chaſt which in this grove doe ling, 
Which neither gricfe of Loue nor deathdes know: 

So may your {{reames tun cleere for aye, 

So mi your trees giue ſhade al way. 

N 3 Depart 


oe mop 
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D Pata pace, 
And give me place, 
To wailc with gricte my reilleſſe woe along, 
For feare my cryes 
Conſtraine your eyes 
To ſhed forth teat es, and help la ment my mone. 


Andino, my Mule, that u hilome wont to eaſe, 
Thy M ters wing withlisotfMeecte delight, 
Now change thuſe tunes, noioy my heart can pleaſe? 
Gone is the day, come is the datk ome night, 
Our 5unnc claſe hid in clouds doth lie, 
We live indeed, but liuing dic: 
No light we ſee, 
Yet wander wee, 
We wander farre and neare without a guide: 
And all sſhay, 
V Ve laote our way, 
For in tl is world ni luch a Sunne bæſide. 


Ve ſhepheards hoves that lead your floc ks a field 
The s hilt your ſheep feed ſately round about, 
re-ke mevyour Pipes that pleaſant {uund did y eeld, 
Sing now no more the {61:25 of Colin Clout. 
{ ament the endof all cur joy, 
Lament the fourcect all annoy. 
VVilley is dead, 
Thr wentto lend 
Our fieckes:nd vs in n irch and ſliepheatds glee : 


Bouke 11 1. 
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Well could he ling, 
V Velidance, and ſpring, 
Of all the ſhepheards was none ſuch as hee. 


How often hath his skill in pleaſant ſong, 
Drawne all the water. nympbs from out their bowers ? 
How haue they laine the tender graſſe along. 
And made him Garlands gay of ſmelling flowers. 
Phœbus himſelte that conquer d Pan, 
Striuing with VVilly, nothing wan. 
Me thinkes I ſee 
The time hen hee 
pluckt from his golden lockes his Lawrell Crowne, 
And ſo to raiſe, 
Our Willies praiſe, 
Bedeckt his head, and ſoftly ſet him downe. 


The learned Muſes flocke to heare his skill, 
And quite forgot their water, wood, and mount, 
T hey thought his ſongs were done too quickly ill, 
Of none bur VVillies pipe they made account. 
He ſong, they lecm'd in toy to How, 
He ceaſt, they ſeem'd to weepefor woe, 
Therurall ruut, 
All round abour, 
Like Bees came fivarming thicke, to heare kim (ing, 
Ne coulg they tlunke, 
On meate or drinke, 
VVhlile V Viikes muircke in their cares did ring, 
4 


7 
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Sce where his breathles corps lies on the beate. 
That ſelieſame hand that reft bis lite, 
Hat i turn d ſnepheards peace to [lrife. 
Our ioy is fled 
Our lite is dead, 
Our hape, our helpe, out glory all is gone: 
Our Poects praiſe 
Our happy dayes, 
And nothing left but griefe,to thinke thereon 


What Thatnes, what Seuerne,or what weſterne Seas, 
Shall give me flouds oftrickling teares to ſhed? 
What comfort can my ieſlleſle griefe appeaſe, 
O that mine eyes were ſoumtaines in my head! 
Ah Collin! ] lament thy cale, 
For thee remaines no kope of grace. 
Thebeſt relieſe 
Of Poets grivte: 
Is dad, and wropt toll cold in filthy clay, 
And nought remaines 
To eaſe our paines, 
But hope of death to rid vs lience away. 


Phillis, thine is the grieſe, above the reſi, 
Where bin thy ſweerell Poſics ſeatly dipht, 
Thy Gerlands with a true-loves knot addreſt, 
And all that etſt thou Willie did(t behight? 
Thy 


— # », <* 
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Thy labour all is loſt in vaine 
The griefe Hherof ſhal aye remaine 
The ſun ſo bright, 
That falls to night, 
To morro from the Eaſt againe fhall riſe, 
But we decay, 
And waſt away, 


Wichout returne,alas our Willie dies. 


dee how the drooping flocks refuſe to feede, 
The rivers ſtreame with tearcy aboue the bankes: 
The trees do ſhed their leaves,to waileapreed, 
The Beaſts vnfed goe mourning all in rankes, 
The ſunne denies the earth his light 
The ſpring ie kil'd with winters might: 
The flowers ſpill, 
The Birds arc (till, 
Vo veyce ofioy is heard in any place. 
The Medowes greene, 
A chang haue ſcene, 
And flora hides her pale diaſigured face 


Warch now ye ſhepheards Boyes wich waking eye 
And looſe your time ot ſlee pe to learne to ling. 
Vnhappy skill, what good is got thereby 
But painted praiſe that cat n re ſit bring? 
If skill coul! move the (fer; thice, 
Our willic fall alive ſhould be. 
The wolte ſo wood 


Amazed ſlood, 


it 


At ound of Willies pipe, and leſt his pi eyt 


— — —— — 


Both pipe and Skill 
Ihe li(ters ſpill, 
So worſe tnen any wicked Wolte are they. 


O flottring hope of mortall mens delight, 
So taitre in ut ward ſheu, ſo foule within! 
Tue d epeſt ſtreames do flow full calme to ſight, 
The tauening Wolues do iet in Weathers skin. 
We deem d our Willy aye ſhould liue, 
So ſweete a ſound his Pipe could giue: 
But cruell death 
Hath opt his breath: 
Dumbe lies his Pipe that wont ſo ſweete to ſound: 
Our flocks lament 
His lite is ſpent, 
And carel:tle wander all che woods a round. 


Come ye Shephear.?« Jaughters, come no more, 
To heare the ſongs thit Cuddy wont to ing; 
Hoarſe is my Mule, my throat with crying tote, 
Theſe words with ecch of my gricte do1ins, 
Your Willies life was Cuddies ivy, 
Your Wiilies death: hath kild che boy: 
Broke lics my Pipe 
Tilt reedes be ripe 
To maxcancew one, but a worſe] feate: 
Szue Yoare by veare, 
To waile my Denre, 
All! Pipe and ſong Ivtteily torſcare. 


— — 
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Alack and weladay may ſhepheards cry 

Our Willy dead, our Collin kild wich care: 

Who ſhall not loath to liue, and long to dic? 

And will not griete our little Cuddy ſpare, 

Bur muſt he too ot forrow haue a ſhare? 
Ayc how his rue full verſe hath prickt my heart! 
How teelingly hach he expreſt our (mart. 

Perm, 

Ah Thenot hadſt thou ſcene his ſorry looke, 

His wringed hands his eyes to heauen vpkelt, 

His teares that [treem'd like water in the brooke, 

His ſighs that made his rimes ſ eme rudel y dest. 

To teares thou would(t haue melted with the telt. 
Put he we home ward, night ap proacheth neare, 
And rainy clouds ia ſoutnerne skyes appeare. 


—— — ——— — — — — 


IX. PASTORALL 


Shep ard. Hear Zneans 


Ome gentle heardman,lit hy me 
- tune thy Pipe by mine 
lic eie vndeincath this Willow tree, 
To ſhie li the hot Sun ſhine, 
wheel haue made my ſũ mer bower, 
For p oole ct Sunne beame , 
And deckt it vp with many e flow er, 
Sweet ſcated by the Arcames. 
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Where gentle Daphne once a day, 
Theſe flowry bankes doth walke 
And in her boſome beares away 
he pride ot many a ſlalke. 
Bu leaues the humble heart behind, 
That ſhould her garland dighe: 
And the ſweet ſoulethe more vnkind 
To ſet true loues ſo light, 

But whereas others beare the Bell, 
As in her favour bleſt: 

Her ſhepheard loueth her as well, 
As thoſe whom ſhe loues belt, 


Heard-man, 


Las poore Paſtor, l finde, 
Thy loue is lodg d ſo high, 
That on thy flock thou haſt no mind 
Bur feedlt a wanton eye. 
If dainty Dapines lookes beſat 
Thy doat:ng heatts deſire, 
Be ſure, thot farre aboue thy lot, 
Thy lib ing doth aſpiie. 
To loue fo ſweet a Nymph as ſhe, 
And loołe for loue againe: 
ſs fo:tune fitting high degree, 
Not for a ſheyheards ſwaine, 
For ſhe of I ordly lad's becoyd, 
And ſoughtot great eltates, 
Her faucur ſeurncs to be enioy d 


Boote III. 


{ 
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By vs low! Mates, 
2 4 to be wiſe, 
Go with me to my walke, 

Where lowly Latles be not nice, 
There like and chaſe thy Make. 
Wher are no pearles nor gold to view 

No pride o offlken {op 
But peticoats of Scarlet hew, 
Which vaile the skin ſnow white, 
There trueſt Laſſes been to get 
For loue and little colt: 
There ſweete deſire is paid his det, 
And labour ſcldome loſt, 
od. (loud 
O 1 — rau it too 
Our trade ſo vile to hold 
My weed as great a heart doth ſhroud 
As his thats clad in gold. 
And take the truth that I thee tell, 


—— 


That Venus Queene 
Would ſet aſide her warli 
And youthſull Paſtors 


How Paris was as well belou d, 
A ſimple ſhepheards Boy, 

As after when as he wasprou'd, 
King Priams ſonne of Troy. 


- <> — — — — — 
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A”! herefore haue I bettet hope, 
ad thoſe Lads of y'ore, 
i couragetakesas large a ſcope, 
Al:nough their haps were more. 
At 1 for taou ſhalt nat deerae I icit, 
and beate a mind more baſe, 
o meaner hope ſhal haunt my breſt, 
Then deare(t Daphnes grace. 
My mind a9 other thought retaines; 
Mine eye nough: elſe admires, 
My heartno other paſſion ſtraines, 
Vr other hap deſites. 
My m I{eof nothing elſe intreates, 
Mz pipe noughit elſe can ſound, 
My v<cines no other feauer heater, 
Such taich's in ſnepheards ſound. 


Heraus. 


All end chen, ſee wich griete 
Hen 13 paltall cute, 
No remedy tor thy telicte, 
324 patiently endure. 
1 r Woe rd liberty is fled, 
Fond fancy breeds thy bane, 
7 iy ler le «folly broughta bed; 
Thy wi 4 in thy wane, 
Im ut {orrow forthy ſake, 
S. ace .ouclulls thee aſlecpe, 
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And whilſt out of thy dreame thou wake, 
God ſhield th / ſtraying ſheep, 

I hy wretched flock may tue and curſe, 
This proud aelire of thine, 

Whoſe wofull (tate from bad to worſe 
Thy carelctle eye will pine. 

And euen as they, thy ſelſe likewiſe 
Wich them ſhall weare and walle, 

To lee the ſpring beiore thine ey es, 
Thou thir(ty canſt not taſl. 

Content thee therefore with conceit, 
Where others gaine the grace, 

And thinke thy fortune at the height, 
To fee but Daphnes face. 

Although thy truth deſcrued well, 
Reward aboue the reſt, 

Thy haps ſhall be but meanes to tell 
How other men are blelt. 

So gentle ſhepheard farewell now, 
Be warned by my reed, 

For 1 fee written in thy brow, 
Thy heart for loue doth bleede. 

Vet longer with thee would I (hy, 
if ought would docthce good, 

But nothing can the heace allay, 
Where louc enflames the blood. 


Step- 
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Shepbeard. 

Hen Heardmi ſince it is my lot, 
And my good liking fuch, 

Strive not ro breake the faithful knot, 
that thinks no paine too much, 

For what contents my Dapnnes beſt 
I never will deſpile: 

So ſhe but wiſh my ſoule good rell 
When death ſhall cluſe mine eyes. 

ThenHeardman farewel once again, 
For now the day is fled: 

So might thy cares. poore ſhepheards S waine, 
Flye from thy carctull head. 


— — 
— « 422 - - * — — — 


X. PASTORALI. 
The begimin ; and endif this Eglogue are wanting, 


Cont crning old Age. 


Perm, 


PO. when thou art nat as thou wont of yo re, 
No cauſe why lite thould pſcaſe thee any more. 
Whilome I was (in cuurt* of tormer yeeres, 
Erefreezing Eid 11d cool4 my youthfullrage) 
Of mickle vort amoag my thephcards peers, 


No for I am {a uc-dule*yitept in age, 


For 
EE 


a 


III. 


For 


— — — — 
— — IR 
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For pleaſance,ſtrength,and beauty gins all w ae. 


Each little heard-groome my wrinckled face, 


Each bonny lalle for Cuddy ſhuns the place: 
For all this woe none can me iultly ewight, 
But hatefull Eld the toe topleaſanc reſt, 
Which like a thicte doth rob vs of delight. 


Wrenoche, 


Petin enough, few words be alwayes belt, 
Needs mult be borne that cannot be tedreſt. 

Selte am I as thou ſeeſt in thilke eſtate, 

The gricte is cath tu beare that haz a mate: 
But ſicker for to ſpeake thettun ndeede, 
Thou ſeemſt to blame, that blamclelle ſeemes to me. 
And hurtleſſe Eld to ſneb (ill mought he ſpeed, 
That (laies the Dog, for Wolues ſo wicked be) 
The faults of men thou laiſt on ige View? + 

For which if Eld were in ĩt ſelte to blames 

Then land all my Peeres ſhould taſte the ſame 


Perin, 


Wrenock,l weene thou doat*(tthrough ruſty Eld. 

And think it with fained words to dltere nune eye, 

Thou for chy [tore art euer bletTofull held, 

Thy heapes of gold,nill let thee forrow!pie, 

Thy flacks full ſafe heere vnder fliade do lie, 

Thy weanelings fit, thine ewes wich bladder blowne: 

A iollier ſhephcard haue we ſeldome knowne, 
0 
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Wrenecke, 


For thilke my ſtore, great Pan yherried be: 
But if for thee, mine age with ioy I beare, 
How falls it that thy ſeltc vnlike to me, 
Art vexed ſo with grietc and bootleſſe feare? 
Thy ſtore will let thee ſſeepe on either care, 
But neicher want makes age to wiſemen hard, 
Nor fooles by wealth from grieuous paincs are bar d. 


Perin, 


Sceſt not how free yond* Larwbkin skips and playes: 

And wag: his taile, ind butt with tender head: , 

All for he feeles che heate of youngthly dayes, 

Which ſecret law of kind hath inly bred? 

Thilke Ewe from whom all joy with * is fled, 

See ho it hangꝭ the head, as it would weepe, 
Whuome it skipe,vncaths now may it creepe. 


Wrenocke. 


No fellowſhip hath ſtate of beaſts wich man, 

In themis nought but ſtrength of lim and bone, 

Which ends with age, as it withage began, 

But man they ſay ne (as other creature none) 

Eath vacouth fire conuaĩi d com heauen by one, 
(His name I wilo) that yeelds him in ward light, 
d ke fire as Welkin ſhewes in winter night. 

Whi 


III. 


l, 


Whic 


— 
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Which neither age nor time can weare away, 

Which waxcth bett? for vic,as Shepheards crooke, 

That ever ſhineth brighter day by day: 

Alſo though wrincklcd ſeemes the aged looke, 

Bight ſhines the fire that fromthe ſtars we tooke. 
And ſooth t- ſay, thilke Ewe laments the paine, 
That thilke ſame wanton Lambe is like ſultaine. 


Perm. 


Ah Thenot be not all thy teeth on edge, 

To fee yongths folke ro ſport in paſtimes gay? 
To pitch the Barre, to throw the weighty liedee, 
To dance with Phillis all che holy-day, 


* [To hunt by day the Foxe, by night the Gray? 


Sike peereleſſe pleaſures wont vs for to queames 
Now lig we laid, as dro vn d iu heauy dreame. 


— —— as 


— — 


The end of the Paſtorali. 
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Of tlepres. 


I. ELEGIE. 


He renounceth lis food, and former delight in Miu. 
ſic he, Poefie and painting. 


3 [eting at boord, ſometimes prepat d to este, 
| 855 hap my mind on theſe my woes to thinke, 
| ighs fill my mouth inſtead of pleaſant meate, 
And teares du moyſt my lips in lieu ofdrinke: 
But yet, nor ſighs, nor te ies that run amaine, 
Can either ſtatue my thoughts, or quench my paine. 


Another time with carefull thought o te- tane, 
I — theſe thoughts with muſicks might ro chaſe: 
But as I gan to ſet my notes in frame, 
A ſudden * did my mind diſphace. 
In ſtead of Reſts, ſiglis from my heart did riſe, 
Inſtead of Notes, dcepe ſobs, and mournetull crics. 


Then, when I ſaw, that theſe my thoughts increaſ d, 
And that my though-s vnto my woes gaue fire 
I hop't both thoughts and woes might dercleal de, 
If to the Muſes | did me retire: 
Whoſe {weet delights were wont to caſe my woe, 
But now (alas) they could do nothing fo. 


For try ing oſt (alas) yet (till in vaine, 


To make lone pleaſant numbers to atiſe, | 
| 4 
— 2 — 


A 
A 
A 
P 


ine. 
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And beating ott my dullen weary braine, 
In hope ſome {weete conceit for todeuile: 


Out of my mouth no words but grones would come, 
Out of my pen no inke but teares would runne. 


— —— — 


Of all my old delights yet one was left, 

painting alone to caſe my mind remain d: 

By which, when as I looke to be bereft 

Of theſe heart vexing woes that ſtil) me ſtrain d, 
From forth mine eyes the bloud for colour came, 
And teares withall to temper ſo the ſame. 


Adieu my foode that wontſt my ſoule to pleaſe, 
Adieu my ſongs that bred my eares delight, 
Adieu ſweete Muſe that oft my mind didſt eaſe, 
Painting adieu, that oft refreſht my 723 
Since neither tafſe, nor eares, nor ſight, nor mind, 
In your delights can ought ſaue ſorrow find. 


II. ELEGIE. 
For what cauſe he obt aines bus Ladies fanour. 


Eeare, hy hath mv long lone and faith vnfained, 
Ar your faire hands no grace atall obtained? 


Lil, that my Pock-hol'd face doth beauty lack? 
Nov Your ſweete Sex, ſweete beauty praiſetli. 
Ours. wit and valour chiefely raiſeth. 
l chat my musk· leſſe cloithes are pl ine and blacke? 
93 No 


— æföü—‚— 
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No. What wiſe Lady loues fine noddies, 
With poore clad minds, and rich clad bodies? 
llſt, chat nocellly gifts mine Agents are? 
| No. My true Heart,which 1 preſent you, 
Should more then pearleor guid content you, 
Iſt, that my verſes want invention rare? 

No. I was ncuer skilfull Poer, 

I cruely loue, and plainely (hew it, 
Iſt, chat I vaunt,or am cffcminate, 

O ſcornefull vices I abhor you. 

Dwell (till in court the place fic for you. 
Iſt. chat you feare my loue ſoone turnes to hate? 

No. Though diſdain d, I can hate neuer, 

But lou d, where once I loue, loue cuer. 
Iſt, that your fauours icalous eyes ſuppreſſet 
No. only vertue neuer ſlecping. 

Both your faire minds and bodies keeping. 
Iſt;that to many more I loue profetle? 

Goddeſſe, you haue my hearts oblation. 

And no Saint elſe lips inuocation. 


Jo; none oſtheſe, the cauſe I now diſcover: 
No woman loues a faithtull worthy Louer. 


7 
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III. ELEGIE. 
To bir Lady who bad vowed virginity. 


E V'nas my hand my Pen and paper layes, 

My trembling hand, my Pen from Paper ſtayes, 
Lealt that thine eyes which ſhining made me loue you, 
Should frowning on my ſute bid ceaſe to moue you, 
So that | feare like one at his wits end, 

Hoping to —— ſearing to offend, 

What pleaſeth hope, the ſame deſpaice millikes, 

What hope ſets do we, thoſe lines deſpaire out (trikes, 
So that my nurſing murthering Pen affords, 

A graue and cradle to my new borue words. 

But whilſt as clouds toſt vp and downethe aire 

I racked hang t wixt hope and {ad diſpaire, 

* — is beaten, vanquiſnt from the field, 

And vnto conqu ting hope my heart doth yeeld, 
For it that Nature loue to beauty offers, 

And Beauty ſnunne the loue that nature proffers; 
Then, either vniuſt beauty is to blame, 

With ſcorne to quench a lawfull kindled flame, 
Orelſe vnlawfully if loue we muſt, 

And bevnlou'd then nature is vniuſt. 

Vaiuftly then nature hath hearts created, 

There to loue moſt, where molt their loue is hated, 
And flattring them with a faire ſeeming ill, 

To poy ſon them with beatties ſugred pill 
Thinke you that beauties admirable worth 

Was to no end or idle end brought forth? 
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No no from nature neuer ucede did palle, 
But it with wiſedomes hand ſubſcribed was. 
But you in vaine are faire, if faire, not viewed, 
Or being ſeene, mens hearts be not ſubdued, 
Oc making each mans heart your beauties thra', 
You be enioye d ofno one at all, 

For as the Lyons ſtrength to ſeaze his pray, 
And fearetull hearts light. foote to tunne away, 
Are as an idle talent but abuſed, 

And fruitleſſe had if had, they be not vſed: 

So you in vaine haue beauties bonds to ſhe w, 
By which mens eyes engaged hearts do owe, 

It rime ſhall cancell them þcfore you gaine 
Thiindebted tribute to your beautics raine. 


Rut if (theſe reaſons being vaine!y ſpent) 
You fight it out to the lalt argument, 

Tell me but how one body can enc laſe, 

As louing friends two deadly hating focs? 
Bur when as contraries are mixt together, 

T he colour made, doth diſſer much from either. 
Whil(t mutually at ſtrife they doe impeach 
The glaſſe and luftre proper vnto ech. 

So, where one body ioyntly du inueſt 

An Angels face, and cruell Tigers breſt, 

T here dicth both allegeance and command, 
For ſelſe deuided Kingdomescannot (Hand, 
Nut as a child that knowes not what is What, 
Now craueth this and now zflecteth thar, 
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And hauing weighs notthat which herequires, 
But is vnpleaſde, euen in his pleaſde deſires. 
Chaſte beauty fo, both will, and will not haue 
The ſelfe-ſame thing it childiſhly doth crave : 
And wantor-like, now loue, now hate affecteth, 
And loue or hate obtain d as faſt neglecteth, 

So (like the web Penclope did weaue, 

Which made by day, ſhe did at night bereaue) 
Fruitleſſe affections, endleſſe threed is ſpunne, 
At one ſelſe inſtant twiſted, and vndone. 

Nor yet is this chaſte beauties greateſt ill, 

For where it ſpeaketh faire, it doth kill. 

A marble heart vnder an amorous looke, 

Is of a flattering baite the murthering hooke: 
For from a Ladies — eyes, 
Deaths fable dart, and Cupids arrow flycs: 
Since then, from Chaſtity and Beauty ſpring, 
Suck muddy ſtreames, where each doth reigneas Ring 
Lettyrant chaſtities vſurped throne, 

Be made the ſeate of beautics grace alone: 

And let your beauty be with this ſuffic d, 

Raze not my heart, nor to your beauty raiſe, 
Blood-guilded Trophees of your beauties praiſe: 

For wiſeſt Conquerors doe townes deſire, 

On honorable termes, and not with fire. 


III: ELEC E. 


„— 
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E801 | by 
Her praſſ isis ber want, 1 
Os anely is the pride of natures skill: ( 
In none but her, all graces friendlie meete. 
In all ſaue her, may Cupid haue his will, } 
By none but her is fancy vnder feete. 
Moſt ſtrange of all her praiſe is in her want, ] 
Her heart that ſhould be fleſh, is Adamant. 
Lud, quod (nge?. 
V. ELEGIE, 
Of a womans heart. 


O Faichleſſe world and thy molt faithleſſe part, 
A womans heart: 
Tue true ſhopof variety, where (its, 
Nothing but hes, 
And feauers of defireand pangs of loue, 
Which toyes remoue, 
Why was ſhe borne to pleaſe, or I to truſt 
Words wit in duſt? | 
Suff. ing her eyes to gouerne my deſpaire, 
My paine — aire, 
And fruit of time rewirded with vntruch, 
The foode of youth 
Vne 


— 
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Vntrue ſhe was, yet I beleeu d her eyes, 
Inſſructed ſpies, 

Till I was taught that joue was but a ſchoole, 
To breede a foole. 

Or ſought ſhe more then triumphs of deniall, 
Toſceatryall, 

How far her ſmiles comanded my weaknes: 
yeeldand conſeſſe. 

Excuſc not now thy folly,nor her nature: 
Bluſh and endure 

Aſwel thy ſhames, paſſions that were vaine 
And thinke thy gaine, 

lit To know that loue lodg'din a womans bref 

Is but a gueſt, 


——  — <— — - —— - — 


VI. ELEGIE. 


Lanes Emnpbaſie in an lambicke Elegie. 


Make thy felt fluttring wings of thy fall fly ing thogiil 4 
And flye forth vnto my loue whereſocuer ſhe be. | 


S the witnelle ofvnhappy ſtate, | | 


Whether lying reſllefſe in heauy bed, or elſe 
Sitting ſo cheereleſſe at the cheerefull boord or elfe 
| Playing alone carclelle on her heavenly Virginals, 


# + 


yy 
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If in bed, tell her that mine eyes can take no reſt: 
If at boord, tell her that my mouth can taſte no food, 
If at her Virginals, tell her I can heare no mirth. 


Asked why, fay waking Loue ſuffereth no ſleepe: 
Say that raging Loue doth appill the weake ſtomacke : 
Say that lamenting loue marrech the Muſicall. 


Tell her, that her pleaſures were wont to lull me aſleepe, 
Tell her, that her beauty was wont to feed mine eyes: 
Tell her, that her ſweet tong was wont to make me mirth. 


Now do I nightly waſte, wanting my kindly reſt : 
Now do I daily ſtarue, wanting my liuely food: " 
No do I alwaics die, wanting my timely mirth. 


And H I waſte, who will bewaile my heauy chance? 

Andif I ſtarue, who will record my curſed end? 

And if I dic, who will ſay, this was Immerito: 1 
1 


Edmund Sperccr. 1 


Th: end of the third Booke 
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I. MADRIGALL. 
1 you be not content 


Vet (deere) let pitry moue you 

To giue me your conſent. 
To loue my life, as law of nature drawes me, 
And it my life! loue, then muſt I too 


— U— — — 


II. MAD RIGALI. 
Berrowedont of 4 Greeks Epigrams. 


Who heares thee fing a Monarch is 
A Demy · God who doth thee kitle, 
And loue himſclfe whoſe atmes infold thee. 


That ] (poore worme) ſhould loue you, 
As Cupids power, and your ſweete beauty cauſe me, 


Loue your ſweete ſelie, for my lie liues in you. 


Hs. rich enough whoſe eyes behold thee, 


nl. II A- 
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1 111. MADRIGALL, 


| A 
jj ven her areammy hes foe 45 his dead, 
' Me 
O Faire, yer murdring eyes, 
Starres of my miſeries, 
Who while night clouds your beames, Fo 


1 How much you wiſh my death ſhe in your eme Th 
Ist not — that — ou do ſpill me, 
1 — iſleepe kill me? fo * 
O kill me — — — ſleepe are takin 

So you lend me kind lookes when you are * 


The ſound of thy ſweet name, my deareſt treaſure, 
Delights me more then ſight of other faces, 
A glimpſeofthy ſweete face breedes me more pleaſure, 
Then any others kindeſt words and — 


| | One gracious word that from thy lips pro deth, - 
Il value more then others Dous . like 
And thy chaſt kiſle in my conceit — 
Others embraces and loues chiefeſt bliſſes. 
— — | 
IIII. MAD RIGALIL. L 
Jpan bu departure. oY i . 


Vre —_— ounot,for he that loueth, 
When bel rom her doth part 
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That's Miſtreſſe of his heart, 
deadly paine a belliſh torment 

l of — {ad Fat es did ſeuer 

Me farre from ſeeing you I would ſee euer, 
Ifele in my abſenting 

No paine nor no tormenting. 
| For ſence of paine how could he find, 
8 That left his heart and ſoule behind ? 


! 


— ͤ—— — — — - 


V. MADRIGALL, 


To Cupid. 


o 13 if a God thou art, 
a Then cucrmere thou mull, 
Be mercifull and iuſſ. 
If thou be ĩnſt, O wherefore doth thy Dart 
Wound mine alone, and not my Ladies heart? 


If mercifull, then why 

Am ] to paine reſeru d, 

1 W ho haue thee trucly ſeru d: 

I Whileſhethatby thy power ſets nota flye, 
Langhs thee to — liues at liberty. 


Then, if a Cod thou wilt accounted be, 
| Heale me like her; or elſe wound her like me. 


* 
ats 


* 
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ö. VI. MADRIGALL. 
Upon bis " Miftreſſe fickneſſe» and bis owne health. 
| — health and caſe am I, 
| Yet, as I ſenſeleſle were, it nought contents me. 8 
Vou ſicke in paine doe lie, M) 
And (ah) your pune exceedingly corments me. M3 
Whereof, I can this onely reaſon giue, Foi 
That dead vnto my {elfe, in you I live, Ca 
HERS ; —— 
VII MADRIGALL, An 
1 f | 
He begs « boſe. ; Vp 
—.— {lowly killech any, By 
dodaine ioy ſoone murthers many. By 
Then ( ſweete) if you would end me, 8 
Tis a fond courſe with lingriag griefe to ſpend me. 
For, quickly to diſpatch me, 
Youronely way ts, in your armesto eatch me, 
And giue me douc-like kiſſes, 
For ſuch exceſſiue and vnlookt- for bliſſes, 
Will ſo much ouer- ioy me, 1 
As they will Rraight deſtroy me. 
9 
And 
III. MA- 


* 
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VIII MADRIGALL 


. pon a kifſe recemed. 


— your cherry lips did kitle, 
Where Nectar and Ambroſia is, 

My hungry ma no meate requires : 

My chirity throate no drinke deſires. 

For by your breath which then I gained, 
Camelion: like my life's maintained. 


O grant me then thoſe cherties ſtill, 
And let me feed on them my ll, 

If by a ſutfeit death I get, 

Vpon my tombe let this be ſet: 

By cherrics twaine his life he cheriſhe, 
By cherries t waĩne at length he periſſit. 


—ͤ —— eo — — — 
—— —— —— — — — rß — - 


IX. MADRIGALL 


Alluſion to the conſuſicu of Babell, 


— 


rl E wretched life I liue 
lu my weake fences ſuch confuſion maketh 
That like the accuricd rabble, 
Tnat built the Towre of Bable. 
My wit millaketh, 
And vato nothing a right name doth gies 
A- | * I 


——— 
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Iterme her 1 my deere loue, that deadly hates me, 
My cluefeſt good, her that's my chiefeſt euill, 
Her Saint and Goddelle, who's a Witch, a Deuill: 


— ; 


Her my ſole hope, that withdeſpaire amates me. A 
My Balme 1 call her, that with poyſon fils me, 
And her I terme my lite, that dailie kils me. F: 


-- * 
—¼ _ — — - 


X. MADRIGALL 
Te her hand, ven her giving him her glouc, 


Hand of all hands liuing, 
The ſoſteſt, moyſteſt, whiteſt: 
More skil d then Phœbus on a Lute in running: 
More then Minerua, with a Needle cunning : 
Then Mercury more wily, 


In ſtealing hearts molt lily. By 

Since thou deere h:nd, in theft ſo muchdelighteſl, E 
Why fall 'it thou now a giving ? 

Ay me ! thy giftsarethefts, and with ſtrange Art, ] be 

In giuing me thy Gloue, thou ſteal 'ſt my Hart. — 

ut 


— —_— —— 


XI. MADRIGALL. 


C upid proned a Fencer. 


H Cupid I miltooke thee, 
£ ' for ay Archer, and no Fencer tooke tice, 


ite 


* 
eee 
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But as a Fencer oft faines blowes and thruſis, 
Where he intends no harme: 
Then turnes his balefull arme, 

And wounds that part which leaſt his foc miſtculls. 
So thou with fencing art, 

Fay ning to wound mine eyes, halt hit my hart. 


—— uu — - — — — — — — 


XII. MAD RIGALI. 
He compares himſelfe to a Candle flye 


2 to the ſeely flpe, 
Tothe deere light I flye 


Of your diſdainefull eyes, 
But in a diverſe wiſe 
She with the flame dorh play, 
By night alone gand I both night an4 day. 
She to a candle runnes: 
Ito a light, farre brighter then che Sunnes, 
She neere at band is fied : 
I both neere hand, and farre away tetyte 4. 
dhe fondly thinkes, nor de id, nor burnt to be, 
But I my burning and my death foteſee. 


— — — — — — - - — — —— — — — — — — 


AHIL MADRIGALL. 


; A ;{weres fo hex q "467 ton, n Lene war. 


F I hehol your Eyes, 
Loue is 2 741 adice ; 


P 14 


ee nm mann 


itz G Dein 
E Bur if I view my hart, | 
Tis an infernal ſmart. N. 
XIIIIL. MAD RIGALL. 
pon but tumeroms ſilence in ber preſence. 
Are louers full offire? vn; 
How comes it chen my verſes are ſo cold? 
And how when I amnigh her, A 
And fit occaſion wils me to be bold. 
The more I burne, the more I do deſire, 
The leile I dare require? * 
Ah love this is thy wondrous art, 
To freeze the tongue, and fire the heart. . 


XV, MADRIGALL, 
pon her long abſence. 


this moſt wretched and molt infernall anguiſh, 
herein fo long your abſence makes melanguith, 
My vitall ſpirits ſpending, M 
Do not worke out my ending, Ar 
Nor yet yt ur long: expected ſife returning, 
o leavnlyicy my helliſh torments turning, 
With toy ſoouer- fill me, 
As preſcotly it kill me: 


elm, 


— 


ith, 


A — 
[ will conclude,hows'cuer ſchooles deceiue a man, 
No loy, nor Sorrow, can of lite bereaue a man. 


213 


XVI. MADRIGALI. 
pen her hiding her face from lum. 


— 


Goe wayling Accent3 go, 
With my warte teares and ſcalding teares attended, 
T th'author of my woe, 
And humbly aske her, why ſhe is offended. 
Say Deere.why hide you ſo, 
From him your bleſfed Eyes, 
Where he beholds his earthly Paradiſe, 
Since he hides not from you 
Hisheart wherein loues heauen you may view? 


_ — — — _ — — — — — 


XVII. MAD RIGAII. 
pon her beauty and Inconftancy, 


VV Hoſoeuer longs to try, 
Both loue and lealouſic, 
My faire vnconſtant Lady let him fee: 
And he will ſoone a icalous louer be. 

Then he by proofe ſhall know, 

As I do to my woe: 
Howthey make my poore heart at once to dwell, 
In fire and ſroſſ, in heauen and in hell. 

9 XVIII. MA. 
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XVIII. MADRIGALL 


* ine eyes ſo brigt. t 
Bereſt my light, 


When tult I viewed thy face, 
do now my light 
Is turn d to night, 
I ſlray from place to place. 
Then guide me of thy kindnefle, 
So ſhalll bleile my blindneſſe. 


— — — 


XIX. MADRIGALL. 
Verbal loae. 


g; Icue he made of words, as woods of trees, 
Who more belou'd then I ? 
It loue be hot where true deſire doth freeze, 
Who more then ſhe doth fry ? 
Are dtoancs that make no hony counted Bees ? 
[s running water dry ? 
Is that a gainefull trade that haz no fees? 
He liue, that dead dothlye, 
hat elſe but blinde is he, that nothing ſces, 
But dcafe that heares no cry, 
Such js her vowed loue to me, 
et muſt I thinke it true to be. 
. * A. 


29 TI 4 


. 


N. 


XX. MAD RIGAII. 


In praiſe of two. 
F Auſtina hath the fairer face, 
And Phillida the better grace, 
Both haue mine eye enriched. 
This (ings full ſweetly with her voyce, 
Her fingers make as ſweet a noyſe, 
Both haue mine care bewitched; 
Ay me l ith Fates haue fo provided, 
My heart (alas) muſt be divided. 


XXI. MADRIGALL. 
To his Ladies garden, being abſent ſarre from ber, 


Arden more then Eden bleſſed, 

Art thou thus to haue thy bowers, 
Frce d from winter, and ſtill drefled, 
With her faces heau n · ſet flowers ⁊ 


Happy too are thoſe thy allies, 
Where her faire feet deigne to tred, 
Which departing earths low vallies, 
Shall to the milky way be led. 


Thy trees whoſe armes her embraced, 
And wi1oſc fruit her lips do kiſſe, 
| P 4 


| 


f 


1 
Lond 
+ 
* 


| 
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In whoſe vertgous mind well placed Foy 
The rare tree of knoweldge is, E 
Happy are, ſo thy birds be. 
Whom ſhe taught to ling by art, 50 
Who in heauenly harmony As 
Wich the Angels bezres a part. 
| Happy, bleſt, and fortunate, Ye 
Bon ers, Allies, Trees, and Birds, Fo 
But my molt vnhappy ſtate, 


Farre {rinounts all reach of words. 


— ee ea 7—ꝰAʒd . . —— — — — 


XXII. MADRIGAILI. 
The True lower Inet. | \ 


Ouveis the linke. the knot the band of vnity Fe 
And all that loue, do loue with their belou d to be: 
Loue only did decree, 
To change his kind in me. 
For though I lou'd with all the powers of my mind, 
And through my reltles thoghts, the ir reit in her did find, 
vet are my hopes declin d, 
Sich ſhcis moſt vnkind. N 
ce her beauties Sun my fruitleſſe hope did breede, 
nce from that Sun I hop'tto ſlerue that weede. | 
1 20ugh abſence did indeed 
J hopes not ſlerue, but feede, 
Tor 


— — 
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Fox when I ſhift my place, like to the ſtricken Deere, 
cannot ſhift the ſhafe which in my fide I beare: 
By me it relteth there 
The cauſe is not elſe where ; 
do haue I ſeene the lick to runne and turne againe, 
As if that outward change, could cafe his inward paine: 
But (till alas in veine, 
The fit doth (till remaine. 
Yet goodnes is the ſpring from whence this ill doth grow 
For goodnes cauſ d the loue, which great teſpe ct did owe 
Reſpect true loue did ſhow, 5 
True loue thus wrought my woe, 


— — — _ 


XXIII. MADIGALT. 
Y love in her attire doth ſhew her wit, 
M Itdoth fo well become her: 
For euery ſeaſon ſhe hath dreflings fit: 
For winter ſpring and ſummer, 


No beauty ſhe doth mille, 
When all her Robes are on, 
But beauties ſelſe ſhe is, 
bnd, When all her Robes are gone. 
The end of the tMadrinalls, 
cede, 8 
Si 
j 
: 
For 
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Of Odes. 


I, ODE. 
That only her beauty and vonce pleaſe him. 


I 

Aſſions may my judgement bleare, 

Therefore five | will not ſweare, 
That others are not pleaſing; 

But I ſpeałe it to my paine, 

And my lite ſhall it mainetaine, 

None clie yeclds my heart eaſing. 


2 
Ladies Ido thinke there be, 
Oclier- ſome as faire as ſhe, 
Though none haue faicer features: 
But my turtle like aff ction, 
Since ot her I made Election, 
Scornes other faiteſt creatures. 
3 
Surely I wilt not deny, 
But ſome others reach as high 
With their ſveete warbling voices; 
Rut ſince her notes charm'd mine care, 
Euen the ſweeteſt tunes I heare, 
To me ſeeme rude hath noy ſcs. 


2 


0 


1 


þF pon 
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II. ODE; 


pen ber protefiation of kind iffefion, laing tryed bu fin- 


cert ſidelitie. 


I 
2 dy, you are with beauties ſo enriched, 
Of body and of minde, 
As ] can hardly find, 
Which of the all hath moſt my heart bewitched 


2 
Whether your skin ſo white, ſo ſmooth ſo tender, 


Or face well form d and faire, 
Or heart enſnared haire. 
Or dainty hand, or legge, and foote ſo ſlender, 


Or whether your ſharpe ** lively ſpirit, 
Where Pride can find no place: 
Or your enchanting grace, 

Or ſpeech,which doth true eloquence inherit. 


Moſt louely all,and each 3 do moue me, 
More then words can expretic 
But yet I muſt conſeſſe, 

joue you moſt, becauſe you pleale to loue me. 


4 
k 
| 
ö 


| | 


| 
| 


220 Of Odes. Booke III, | 


— — oe ne 


ITI. ODE. 
Hu reftleſſe eſtate, 
| V 
22 preſence breeds my anguiſh, 
Y ro abſence makes me languiſh: 
fight with woe doth fill me, 
And want — your ſweete light alas doth kill me 
C 
If thoſe deare eyes that burne me, v 
With milde aſpect you turne me, 
For life my weake heart panteth: B 
— my ſpirit and life bloud fainteth. 
If you ſpeake kindly to me, 0 
Alas kind words vndoe me: 
Yet ſilence doth diſlike me, 
And one vnkind ill word ſtarke dead would ſtrike me, 
Thus, ſunne nor ſhade doth eaſe me, : 


Nor ſpeech, nor ſilence pleaſe me: 
F2uours and frownes annoy me. A 
Both want and pleaſure equally deſtroy me. 


—— — —  — — — — 


* 
IIIT, ODE. 
Being by bn al ſence in Italy deprived of hey leobet, wor ar, 
and g uret, be acireth ber te rue ute him. 
V 
Y cnly ſtatre C' 


Why,whT areyour deare eyes, 


Where 


#4 
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— - 


Where all my lites peace lies, 
Wich me at warre? 

Why to my ruine tending, 
Dothey ſtill lighten woe, | 
On him that loues you ſo, | 


2 
. Hopeofmy heart, 
O u hereof do the words F 
Which your ſweetetongue affords, 7 
No hope impart? i 
But cruell Without meaſure, 13 
To my eternall paine, | 
Still thunder forth diſdaine, 
On him whoſc life depends vpon your pleaſure, 


3 
. Sunſhine of ioy, 
Why do your geſtures, which 
All eyes and hearts bewitch, 
My bliſſe deſtroy ? 

And pittics skye ore-clouding 

Of hate an endleſle ſhowre 

On that poore heart [till powre, 
Which in your boſom: ſeekes this only ſhrowding? 


4 
Blame of ray wound, 
Why are your lines, whoſe ſight, 
Should cure me with deliv! ty 
My poſon found. | 
ere Whicly | 


— nn 
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Which chrough my veines diſperſing, 
Make my poore heart and — 
And all my ſences find 

A living death in torments paſt rehearſing. 


Alas my fate 

Hath of your eyes epHH¹˙L me, 

Which both kil'd and reuiu'd me, 

{ And ſweetned hate: 

Your ſweete voyce, and ſweete graces, 
Which cloath d in louely weeds 
Your cruell words and deeds 

Ace intercepted by farre diſtant places, 


6 
But O the Anguiſh 
Which preſence ſtill preſented, 
Abſence ha th not abſented, 
Nor made to longuiſh, 
No,nogtencreiſe my piining, 
The cauſe being (alij remoued, 
For which t-eff-& 1 loued, 
Ih effect is (till in greateſt force remainin 2. 


7 
O cruell T yger, 
It co your hard hew es center, 
Tearcs,vowez,a 14 Prayers may enter, 
Delt t you; rig Dur. 


And 


oe 


MY > — 
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And let kind lines aſſure me 
(Since to my deadly wound 
No ſalue elſe can be found) 
That you that kil me, yet at length wil cure me 


— —— — — — — — 


V. ODE. 


Ha farewell to his onkind and vnc onſl ant Niſtris. 


Weete, if you like and loue me (till, 
And yeeld me loue for my good will, 
And do not from your promiſe (tart, 
When your faire hand gaue me your heart, 
If deere to you I be, 
As you are deere to me: 
Then yours I am, and will be euer, 
Nor time nor place my loue ſhall ſeuer. 
But faitlifull ſtill I will per ſeuer, 
Like conſtant Marble ſtone, 
Loving but you alone. 
But if youfauour moe then me. 


(Wlioloue thee deare and none but thee) 
I: others do the Harueſtgaine, 
That's due to me for all my peine: 

If youdelightto range, 


And oft to chop and change: 
, Then 
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Then get you ſome ne fangled Mata. 

My doating loue ſhall turne to hate, 

Eſtceming you (though tos too late) 
Not worth a pebble (tone, * 
Louing not me alone. 


—— — — — - CY — = = A 


VI. ODE. 1 
A Preſopopaia, Wherem his heart [prakes to bis At 
ſecond Ladies bre#t. 
Th 
Dare not in my Maſters boſome reſt, Bui 
That flaming · tua would to aſhes burne me: 
Nor date | harbour in his miſtreſfle bre(t. My 


Thefrolly Climate into Ice would turne me, 
So, both from her aud him I doretire meg 
Lealt th one ſhould freeze me, and th'other fire me. Wi 


My 
Wing d wich true loue, I ſftye to this ſweete breſt, 
Whole ſnow | hope will coole, but tice not turne me, Ju 
Where fite and ſnow,l] truſt fo tempred reſt, I h 
As gentle heate will warme, and yet not burne me, 
Bur (O dearc brell) from thee le ne reretire me, An. 
\Whether thou coole, ot warme, or freeze; ot fire nie 
f Wit 
Fen | You 
Hoy 
B71 


| * 
— ä —5ði—cC . ——— — — — — —— — 


. 


er 
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VIL ODE. 


Upon her gining bim backs the P aper wherein the former K 
Song was written, as though it bad beene an | 
were therewnts. 


12 of matchlctle beauty; 
When into your ſweete boſome I deliuered 
A paper, with wan lookes, and hand that quiuered 
T wixt kope, feare, loue, and duty: 

Thought you it nothing elſe contain d, 
But written words in Rime teſtrain d 2 

O then your thought abuſed was, 
My hart cloſe wrapt therein, into your breaſt reſuſed was. 


; 


When you that Scroule reſſor d me, 
With gratefull words, kind grace, and ſmiling merily, 
My brealt did ſwell with ioy, ſuppoling verily, 
You, anſwere did afford me. 
Nut finding onely that I writ, 
I hop't to find my Hart in it: 
Buc you my hope abuſed had, 
And poyſon of deſpaire in ſtead thereof infuſed had. 


Why, why did you torment me, 
Wich giuing backe my humble Rymes fo hatefully t 
You ſhould haue kept both heart and paper gratefully ? 
Or both you ſhould haue ſent me. 
Hope you my Heart thence to remoue 
By ſcorning me, my Lincs, my Lou ? 


Nog 


r 
. no, your hope abuſed is, 
Too deepe to be remou d, it in your breſt infuſed is, 


O ſhall l hide or tellit: 
Deere with fo ſpotleſſe, zealous, firme Affection, 
I loue y our beauty, vertue, and perſection, 
As nothing can expell it. 
Scorne ſtill my Rimes, my Loue deſpight, 
Pull out my Heart, yea kill me quite: 
Vet will your hate abuſed be, 
For in my very foule, your loue and lookes infuſed be. 


— — — — 
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VIII. ODE. 
Commendation of her beautie, ſtature, behanieur 
and wit. 


Omethereare as faire to ſee too: 

Zut by Art, and not by Nature, 
Some as tall and goodly be too: 
But want beauty to their ſtature, 


Some haue gracious kind behauiour, 
But are foule, or ſimple creatures : 
Some haue wit, hut want ſweete fauour, 


Or arc proud of their good features, 
Oncly you and you want pitty, 
Arc moll faire, tall, kind, and witty. 


* BY 


In. 


— 


d be. 
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IX. O DE. 


That all other Creaturerhave their abiding in heanen, 
hell, earth, ayre, water er fire, bat 
be in all of them. 


N heaw'n the bleſſed Angels habe their being, 
In hell the fend pointed to damnition. 
To men and beaſts earth yeelds firme habitation : 
The wing d Muſicians in theayre are fleeirg. 
With hnnes the people gliding, * 
Of warer haue the enioying. 
In fire (all elſe deſtroying.) - 
The Salamander findes a ſfrange abiding: 
gut | poore wrerch, fince 1 ia Beſt aſpire, 
To loue your beauty, beauties alle ccelling, 
Haue my ſtrange diuer ſe dwelling, 
In heau'n, hell earth, water, ayre, and Fir. 
Mine eare while you'do ſing, in Heau'n remainerh: 
My miad in hei. thfough hope and feares eontention. 
Earth holds my droffic wit and dull invention, 
Th'ill food of ayrie fighes my life Fiſtsineth. 
To ſtreames of tenres ſtill lowing, 
My weeping eyes are turned, 
My conſſant heart is burned 


— 


I 


n quenchleſſe fire within my boſome glowing, 
foole, no more, no more ſo high aſpire 
ln heau'n is no beauty more excelling, 
In hell no ſuch pride dwelling, 
'or heart ſo hard in earth, ayte, water, fue. 


Q 2 X. ODE 
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X. ODE, 
Hus Lady to be cindemned of ignorance 


or craeltie, 


My ſeruice ſhe, her grace I merit, 
Her beauty doth my loue inherit, 
But grace ſhe doth denie. 
O knowes ſhe not how much I loue ? 
Or doth knowledge in her moue 
No ſmall remorce-? 
For the guilt thereot mult lic 
Vpon one of theſe of force, 
Her ignorance, or cruelty. 


As ſhe is faire, ſo cruell ſhe, 
I fawe true loue, but reape diſdaining, 
Her pleaſure ſpriageth trom my paining, 
Which piijes ſourte ſhould be. 

Too well ſhe knowes how much I loue, 

Vet doth kno ledge in her maue, 

No (mall remorce. 
Then the guilt thereof mult lie 
Her vndeſetued cruelty. 


As ſhe is faire, ſo were ſhe kinde: 
Or heine crue!l, could | waver, 
Soone ſhould I, either win her faucr, 


Or « new Milltretle finde. 


Of Oats. 
But neither out alas may be, 
Scorne in her, and loue in me, 
So fixed are. 
Yet in whom moſt blame doth lie 
Iudge ſhe may, if ſhe compare 
My loue vnto her cruelty. 
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XI. ODE. y 


A Dialogue berweene him and bis heart. [ 


T herfaire hands, how haue [ grace intreated, 
With prayers oft repeated, 
Yet (till my loue is thwarted: 
Heart let her goe, for ſheele not be conuerted. 
Say, ſal ſhe goe ? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no. 
She is molt faire though ſhe be marble hearted. 


How often haue my fighesdeclar'd mine anguiſh ? 
Wherein is daily anguiſh, 
Yetdathſhellill procure it: 
Heart let her goe, for I cannot endure ĩt. 
Say, ſhall ſhe go t 
Oh no, no, no, no, no. 
She gaue the wound, and ſhe alone muſt cure it. 


Tne trickling teares that downe my checks haue flowed, 
My liſe haue often ſne ved, 
Q 3 


Le 
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of Yer (tillvakiad 1 prouc net: 
Heart let her goe, for nought I doe can moue her, 
Say. ſhall ſhe goe ? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no. 


Though me ſhe hates I cannot chuſe but loue her, 


But ſhall ſtill atrue affection owe her, 
Which prayers, ſighes, teares do ſne her, 
And ſhall ſhe ſtill diſdaine me ? 

Heart let her go, if they no grace can giue me. 
Say, ſhall ſhe goef 
Oh no, no, no, no, no. 

She made me hers, and hers ſlie will rctaine me. 


But it the loue that hath, and (ill doth hurne me, 
No loue at length returne me: 
Out of my thoughts tic ſet her: 
Hcart let her goe, oh heart, I pray thee let het: 
Say, ſhall ſhe go ? 
On no, no, no, no, no. 
Fiat in the heart, how can che heart forget her? 


But it I weepe and ſigh, and often waileqme, 
Till ceares; lighes, prajersfaile me, 
Shall yer my loue perſeruer? 
Heart let her go, if ſhe will tight thee neuer. 
Say, ſhall ſhe goe ? 
Oh no, no, no, no, no. 
Teares, ſighes, praicrs fl ile, but true loue laſteth euer. 


1 


Bir: 


— 
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XII. ODE. 
Woere bis Lady keepes bus heart. 


8 Weet Loue, mine onely treaſure» 
For ſeruice long vnfained, 

Whercin | nought haue gained, 
Vouchſate this little pleaſure, 

Totell me in what part, 

My Lady keepes my hart, 


If in her haire ſo ſlender, 
Like golden nets va: wined, 
Which fire and art haue fined, 
Her thrall my heart I reader, 
For euer to abide 
With locks ſo dainty tide. 


If in her eyes ſhe binde it, 
Wherein that fire was framed, 
By which it is inflamed, 
Idare not looke to finde it: 
Lonely wiſh it ſight, 
To ſee that pleaſant light, 


But if her breaſt haue dained 
Wich kindneſſe to receiue it, 
I am content to leaue it, 
Though death thereby were gained. 
E Q4 Thea 


= 
— 
* 
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Then Lady take your owne, 
That ltues for you alone. 


—— — — — — — —— 


XIII. ODE, 


The more ſauour he ol taine t, the more be 


deſires. 


„ AS ſoone may water wipe me dry, 
And fire my heate allay, 
As you with fauour of your eye, 
Make hot deſire decay. 

The more I haue, 

The more I craue : 
The more c:aue, the more deſire, 
As piles of wood encreaſe the fire, 


Ihe ſenſeleſſe ſtone that from on hie 
Deſcends to earth below, 
With greater halt it ſelfe doth ply, 
The letlc it hath to goe. 
So feeles delite 
Encreaſe of hre, 
That ſtill with greater force doth burne, 
Till all into it ſelſe ic turne. 


The greater favour you beſtow, 
The ſweeter my delight: 
And by delight deſire doth grow, 3 


And 
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And growing gathers might, 
The leile remaines, 
The more my paines, 
To ſee my ſelſe ſo neere the brinke, 
And yet my fill I cannot drinke. 


XIII. ODE, 


Deſire and hope. 


Eſire aud Hope haue mou'd my minde, 
To ſeeke for that I cannot finde, 
Alſured faith in woman-kinde, 
And loue with loue rewarded: 
Selfe-loue,all but himſelfe diſdaines, 
Suſpect as chiefeſt vertue raignes, 
Deſire of change vnchang d remaines, 
So light is loue regarded. 


True friendſhip is a naked name, 

That idle braines in paſtime frame, 

Extreamesarealwaics worthy blame, 
Enough is common kindneſſc. 


What flouds of teares do lovers ſpend ? 
What ſighes from out their hearts they ſend ? 
How many may, and will not mend ? 

Loue is a wilfull blindneſle. 
What is the loue they ſo deſire ? 
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Like louefor louc, and equall fire: 
Good loving wormes, which loue require, 
And know not when they haue it. 
© Isloucin words ? faire words may faine. 
Is loucin lookes ? ſweet lookes are vaine, 
Both theſe in common kindnetle raigne, 
| Let ſe or none ſo crauc it. 


1 

| 1 Thou wouldſt be lou d, and that of one, 
For vice? thou mailt ſeeke loue of none, 

N For vertue? why of her alone ? 

Il ſiy no more, ſpeake you that know the truth, 
If ſo great loue be ought, but of youth. 


XV. ODE. 
pen viſums his Lady by CMoone- gt t. 


He night ſay all. was made to teſt, 
And ſo ſay I, but not for all: 
Io them che darkeſt nights are beſt. 
Which giue them leaue aſleepe to fall. 

But I that ſeeke my reſt by light 

Hate ſlec pe, and praiſe tlie clecrelt night, 


Bright was the Moone, as bright as dey, 
And Venus gliſtred in the Welt, 
Whoſe light did leade the readie way, 
That brought me to my wilhed reſt: 


ge 


tl ,J % 


= AM 
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Then each of them encrealt their light, 
While I enioyn'd her heauenly ſight. 


Say, gentle Dames, who mou*'d your mind 
To ſhine fo bright aboue your wont: | 
Would Phœbe taire Endimion finde? 11 
Would Venus ſee Adonis hunt? 1 
No, no, you feared by her ſight, 
Io loſe the praiſe of beauty bright. 


At laſt, for ſhame you ſhrunke away, 

And thought to reaue the world of light: 
Then ſhone my dame with brighter ray, 

VA Then that which comes from Phœbus light. 
None other light but hers I praiſe, 
Whoſe nights areclearer then the daies. 


— — — —— ũ——— — — — —— 


XVI. ODE. 


Petition to hane ber lcauc to die. 


VV Hen will the ſountaine of my teares be dry? 
When will my ſighes be ſpent ? 
W hen will deſire agree to 4 me dic: 
When will my keartrelent : 
It is not for my life I pleade, 
Since death the way to reſt doth leade, 
Bur tay for thy conſent, 
Leall thou be diſcontent. 


For 


— — 
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For it my ſelfe wichoutthy leaue I kill, 
My Ghoſt will neuer reſt: 
So hach it ſworne to worke thine onely will, 
And holds that euer beſt. 
For ſince it onely liues by thee, 
Good reaſon thou the ruler be: 
Then giue me leaue to dye, 
And ſhew thy power thereby. 


—— — —— — — — 


The kind XVIL ODE; 1276 
wd Lowers complait in finding not hinę bat 
fol for bu fauhfulneſ 


- my decay be your encreaſe, 

It my diſtreſſe be your delight, 

If warre in me procure you peace, 

If wrong to me, to you be right. 
Iwould decay, diſtreſſe, warre, wrong, 
Might end the life that ends ſo long. 


Yet if by my decay you grow, 

When am ſpent your growthis paſt: 

If from my gricfe your ioy doe flow, 

When my griefe ends, your ioy flies fall : 
Then for your ſake, though to my paine, 
I ſtriue to liue, to die full faine, 


For if I die, my warte mull ceaſe, 
Then can I ſuffer wrong no more: 


B 
N 
N 
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My warre once done, fare well your 

My wrong, your tight doth (till reſtore: 
Thus, for your right I ſuffer wrong, 
And for your peace, my warre prolong, 


But ſince nothing can Jong indure, 
That ſometime hath not neec full reſt, 
What can my life your joy allure, 

_ If MINT waile with griefe oppreſt? 

| The ſtrongeſt ſtomacke faints at laſt, 
For want of eaſe and due repaſt. 


My reſtleſſe ſighes breake out fo faſt, 

That time to breath they quite deny: 

Mine cies ſo many teares haue caſt, 

That now the ſprings themſelues are dry, 
Then grant ſome little caſe from paine, 
Vatill che ſpring be full againe. 


The Gyant whom the Vulture gnawes, 
V ntill his heart be growne, hath peace: 
And Siſyphus by helliſn lawes, 
Whilſt that the ſtone roules dow ne, doth ceaſe : 
But all in vaine l ſtrive for reſt, 
Which breeds more ſorrow in my breſt. 


Let my decay be yourencreaſe, 

Let my diſtreſſe be your delighe: 

Let warre in me procure your = 
My Let wrong in me to you be right: 
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That by m 1 griefe your ioy may live, 7. 
Vouchſafe ſome little reſt to give, 


——— —  — — — — 8 a 
— — > 


XVIII. ODE, 


Vahappy eyer. 
+ Loſe your lids, vnhappy eyes, 
1 From the ſight of ſuch a change: 
Loue hath learned to deſpiſe, 
Selle · conceit hath made him ſtrange: 
In ward now his ſight he turneth, 
With himſelfe in loue he hurneth. 


If abroad he beauty ſpy, a 

As by chance he lookes abroad, 

Or it is wrought by his eye, 

Or forc'd out by Painrers fraud: : 
Save himſelte none faire, he deemeti1, 
That himſcife too mucheſteegth. 


Coy diſdaine hath kindnelle place, F 
EK.indneſſe forc d to hide his head: | | 
True deſire is counted baſe, 
Hlope wich hope is hardly fed: 
Loue is thought a fury needleſſe, 
He that hath it, ſhall dye ſpeedlelle. 


+ Tbhen mine eyes why gaze you ſo; 
Beauty ſcornes the teares you ſhed, 
Death 


Ik 


each 
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Death you ſeeke to end my woe, 

O that you of death were ſped: 
But with loue hath death conſpired, 
To kill none whom loue hath fired. 


— i  _ — — 


XIX. ODE. 
Diſclaine at variance with deſire. 


D I{daine that ſo doth fill me, 
Hath ſurely ſworne to kill me, 
And ] mult die, 
Deſire that ſtill doth burne me, 
Tolife againe will turne me, 
And live muſt I, 
O kill me then diſdaine! 
That I may live againe. 


Thy lookes are life vnto me, 
And yet thoſe lookes vndoe me, 
O death and life 
Thy ſmile ſomerelt doth ſhew me, 
Thy frowne with warre o'rethrow me, 
O peace and (trife ! 
Nor life nor death is either, 
Then giue me both, or neither. 


Life oneiy c:nnot pleaſe me, 
Death oncly cannot eaſe me, 


Change 


1 
— 
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Change is delight. 
I live that death may kill me, 
I dye that lite may 1 me, 

Both day and night. 
If once deſpaice decay, 
Deſire will weare away. 


XX, ODE. 


— 


Cupids Marriage with diſumnlation. 


New-found match is made of late, 
Blind Cupid needs will change his wife, 
New. fangled Loue doth Pſyche hate. 
Wich whom ſo long he led his life. 
Dilſembling, ſhe 
The bride mult be, 
To pleaſe his wanton eye. 
Plyche laments 
That love repents, 7 
His choice without cauſe why. | 


Cytheron ſound: with muſicke ſtiange, L 
Vnknowae vnto the Virgins nine: a 
From flat to ſharpe the Tunedoth range, 
Too baſe, becauſe it is too fine, 
See how the bride 
Pufe vp with pride, 


Can 


— 2 


II. 


Can 


Booke ill. & oder.” 


Can mince ic paſſing well: 
She trips on toe, 
Full faire to ſhow, 

Within doth poyſon dwell, 


Now wantou Loue at laſt is ſped, | 
Diſlembling is his onely joy, : 
Bare truth from Venus Court is fled, 
Dillſembling plea ſures hides annoy. | 
It were in vaine, 
Tocalke of paine, (* 
The wedding yet doth laſt, | 
But _ i neate, 
An 


will appeare 
With a ditlcmbling caſt, 


Deſpaire and hope are ioyn d in one, 
And paine with pleaſure linked ſure, 
Not one of theſe can come alone, 
No certaine hope, no plesſure pure. 

Thus ſowre and ſweete 

In laue doe meete, 
Diſlembling likes it fo, 

Of ſweete ſmall fore, 

Ot fowre the more, 
Loue is a, pleaſant woe. 

Amoy & mellis & felliu. 


R XXI. ODE. 


XXI. ODE, 


Diſpraiſe of Lowe, and Lowers follyes. 


Floue be life, I long to dye, 
Liue they that lilt tor me: 
And kethat gaines the molt thereby, 
A foole, at leaſt ſhall be. 
But he that fecles che ſorelt fits, 
Sc. pes with 1:0 leſſe then loſſe of wits, 
Vnheppy lite they gaine, 
Which loue do entertaine. 


In day by fained lookes they liue, 
By ly ing dreames in night, 
Each {rownea deadly wound doth giue, 
Fach ſmile afalſe delight, 
Ift hap their Lady pleaſant ſeeme, 
It i tor others loue they deeme: 
It voide ſhe ſee ne of joy, 
Di{dzinc doth make her coy. 


Such the peace that louers finde, 

duch is the life they leade, 
Blo vn hete and there with euery winde, 
Like llowers in the meade. 
Now war, no peace, NOW war ag ine, 
Delite, deipiie, delight, diſdaine, 


Thouęh 


pugh 
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Though dead in mudſt of life, 
In peace, and yet at ſtrite. 


In amore bac mſunt mala. 


—  - IH — - 


XXII. ODE. 
To his Hſe. 
NI good my Muſe, and giue me leaue to teſt, 


We llriue in vaine. 

Conceale thy skill within thy ſacred breaſt, 
Though tothy paine. 

The honour great which Poets wont to hauey 

With worthy deeds is buried deepe in graue. 
Each man will hide his name, 
Thereby to hide his frame, 

And kilence is the praiſe their vertues crave, 


To praiſe, is flittery, malice to diſpraiſe, 
Hard isthe choyce, 
What cauſe is left tor thee, my Muſe, to raile 
Thy heau'niy voce t᷑ 
Delight thy ſelfe n ſweete Pernaſſus hill, 
And for a better time reſerue thy skill, 
There let eliy liver found, 
From Cvrrha wood rebound, 
And all the vile with learned Mut cke fill. 
R 2 


— — 
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Then ſhell thoſe fooles that now preferre each rime, 
Before thy skill, 
With hand and foote in vaine aſſay to clime 
Thy facred hill. 
There ſhalt thou lit and ſcorne them with diſdaine, 
To ſee their fruitletle labour all in vaine : 
But they ſhall fret with ſpight, 
To ſee thy glory bright, 
And know themſelues thereto cannot attaine. 


— — — ———— — — — — — a ———ñ[ t. 


XXIII. ODE. 


To his beavt. 
N Ay, nay, thou ſiriu't in vaine my heart, 
To mend thy mille : 
Thou haſt deſeru'd to beare this (mart, 
And worſe then this. 
That wouldit thy ſelfe debaſe, 
To ſetue in ſuch a place. 


Thou thought ſt thy ſelſe too long atreſt, 
Such was thy pride. 
Needs muſt thou ſeeke another breſt 
W herein to bi le. 
Say now what haſt thou found ? 
In ſetters thou att bound. 


What hath thy faith ſeruice won, 
Buc liigh dildaine? 


Broke 


So 


ms. | 
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Broke is thy threed, thy fancy ſpun, 
Thy labour vaine. 
Falne art thou now with paine, 
And canſt not tiſe againe. 


And canſt thou looke for helpe of mee 
In this diſtreſſe ? 
I mult confeſſe I pitty thee, 
And can no leſle. 
— But beare a while thy paine, 
For feare thou fall againe. 


Learne by thy hurt to ſhun the fire, 
Play not withall: 
When climing thoughts high things aſpire, 
They ſeeke their fall. 
Thou ween'lt novght ſhone but gold. 
So wall thou blind and bold, 


Yet lye not ſill for this diſgrace, 
But mount againe, 
So that thou know the wiſhed place, 
Be worth thy paine. a 
Then though thou fall and dye, 
Vet neuer feare toflye, | 


R ; XX1I11. ODE 


roke 
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XXIIIL ODE. 


Ad fiarce to diane full lowe. 


| 
3 No» have I learn d with much adde at laſt, 1 
| By ttue diſdaine to kill deſire, 
Tin was the marke at which I ſhot to falt, 
[ Vato this height I did aſpire. 1 
Proud love. now doe thy worſt, and ſpare not, 1 
For thee and all thy ſhafts I care not. 


What haſt thou left wherewith to mooue thy mind: F 
What life to quicken dead deſire: 

I count thy words and oatlies as light as wind, 
feele no heate in all thy fire. 

Goe change thy bow, and get a ſtronger, 1 

Goe breake thy fhafts, and buy thee longer. 


In vainethou baic'ſt thy hooke with beauties blaze, 7 
In vine thy wanton eyes allure, * 
Thelc are hut toyes, for them that laue to gaze, 
I know what harme thy lookes procure ; 
Some ftrange conceit mutt be deuiſed, H 
Or theu anc ail thy sKill deſpiſed. 


Scat et A erui tim me ſugpuc cutlenut. 


* 


XXV. OLT. 


II. 
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X X V. © D E, 
The Tombe of dead Deſire. 


V Hen Venus ſaw Deſire muſt dye, 

Whom high diſdaine, 

Had iullly (line, 

For killing Truch with ſcornfull eye, 
The earth the leaues and gets her to the skie : 
Her golden haire ſhe teates, 
Blacke weeds of woe ſhe weares : 
For helpe vnto her father doth ſhe cry, 

Who bids her (lay a ſpace 

And hope for better grace, 


To fue his life ſhe hath no skill, 
Whom ſhould ſhe pray, 
W hat doe, or ſay, 

But weepe for wanting of her will: 

Meane time Deſite hath tane his laſt farewell, 
And ine Meddow faire, 
To which the Nimphs repaire, 

His breathletle corps is laid wich wormes to d 
So gli ry doth decay 
Whica death takes life away. 


When morning Starre hid chaſde the ni at, 
The Qdeene ot Loue 
Lockt from aboue, 


R 4 


well: 


— — 


To ſee the graue of her delight? 
Andas with heedfull eye ſhe viewd the place, 
| She ſpide a flower vnknowne, 

| Thac on his graue was growne, 

In ſlead of learned verſe his tombe to grace. 
If you the name require, 

Hearts-caſe from dead deſire. 


. 
2 nn ee 


| XX VI. ODE. 


Three Ode1 tranſlated out af Anacreon, the Greeks 
Lyricke Poet. 


F Atreus Sonnes faine would I wrixe, 
And faine of Cadmus would I ling : 
My Lute is ſet on Loues delight, 

And onely Loue ſounds eu ty (tring. 


Of lte my Lute ] alt red quite, 

Roch frets and ſtrings for tunes aboue, 

Mt ſung of fierce Alcides might, 

My 1 ute would found no tune but Love, 
4%; Whertfore ye worrhicsall farewell, 


: 
T5 


Ao tuae but Loue my Lute can tell. 


N. 


* * 
9 
* 


| 


1 
7 7 
v5 
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XXVII. ODE, 


Ac 
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XXVII. ODE. = 
Acompariſon berwixt the flrengtli of beaſtr,the wiſedenne of 


Man, and the beauty *f a womans heart. 


2 — Bull by nature hath his hornet, 
The Horſcs hooues to daunt their focs, 
The light · foote Hare the hunter ſcornes, 
The Lyons teeth his ſtrength diſcloſe. 


The fiſh by ſwimming ſcapes the wheele, 
The bird by flight the Fowlers net. 

With wiſcdome man is arm d 28 ſteele, 
From women none of theſe can get. 


What haue they then? faire beautiesgrace, 
A ewo-edg'd Sword, trully ſhield, 

No forcereliſts a louely face, 

Both fire and ſword to Beauty yeeld. 


— — — — 


XXVIII. ODE. 


E late what time the B- ue turn d round, 
At midnight in her womed way, 
And men of all forts ſlept full ſound, 
Otecome with labour ofthe day: 


The God of love came to my dore, 
And tocke the ting and knocks it hard: 
Wboſe 


© 
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Wacie cne c, 9 Ach + cnat knocks ſo ſore, = 
You vieake my ilep my dreams are mar de Yo 
A Tele boy, forloath. q u hes 
Dung wet, an 2408 44s moonleile night, 

With chat me thought it pittied me. 
I opcthe doore, and candle light. 
And ſtraight a little boy I ſpide, N 
A winged Boy with ſhafts and bow, 
I rooke him co the fire (ide, > F 
And ict him done to warme him fo, Th 
} 
Hu little hands in mine! ſtraine, => 
To ruband warme them therewithall: Th 
Out ot his locks I ccuſh the raine, Ti | 
From which the drops apace downe fall, Th, 
n 
At laſt when he was waxen warrmne, = 
Nov let met. ie iy Bow, quoth he, Th 
j I feare my ib i110 a:hcavghe ſome barme, Th, 
And wet, ai due tod flack for me, 5 1 
a 
| Heid, 2ndb 1 kaw 21d ſhor, Vt 
And wc wy nico ont..cncarty 
- Tie wound vis for 1114 ing hor, 
| | The heate like try echeg u. inart. 
Mine Host, quot he, my ng is well, 
And hught fo chat ne le- pt ine: 
Loos 
— — x ——— 
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Looketo your wound for feate oflwell, 
Your heart may hap to feele the paine. 


— ——— 


XXIX. ODE. 
Anacreon: ſecond O devot her wiſe. 


Ature in her worke doth giue, 

to each thing that by her do liue 
A proper gift where ſhe may, 
Prevent in time her owne decay, 
The Bull a horne, the Horſg a hoofe 
The light-hoote hare to tun aloofe: 
The Lyons ſtrength, ho may refill? 
The birds aloſt flye where they liſt. 
The fiſn ſwinmmes fate in water deep, 
The lilly worme at lealt can creepe: 
Wit is tocome,men can forecalt, 
And learne more wit, by thet is paſt. 
The womans gift what might it be, 
The {ame for which the Ladies three, 
Pallas, luno, Venus [traue, 
When esch deſued i to haue. 


Ar. 


252 Of Oats. Booke III. 
XXX: ODE, 
Anacreon: third Ode otherwiſe. 


Vpid abroad was lated in the night, 
1is wings were wet with ranging in the raine, 
Harbour he ſought, to me he tooke his flight, 
To dry, his plumes, I heard the Boy complaine. 
opt the dore,and granted his deſire, 
I roſe my ſelſe, and made the wag a fire, 


Frying more narrow by the fiers flame, 

I ſpide his Quiuer hanging at his back: 

Doubting the Boy might my misfortune frame, 

I would haue gone for feare of further wrack. 
But what | feat d. did me poore wretch betide, 
And forth he dre an Arrow from his (ide. 


He pierſt the quick and I began to ſtart, 

A plcaling wound, but that it was too high, 

His ſhaft procur'd a ſharpe, yet ſugred ſmart, 

Away he fle. for now his wings were drye. 
But left the Arrow ſlicking in my breſt, 
Therefore 1 grieue,] welcom d ſuch a Guelt, 


Tha: 


Il. 


Tha: 


— — — 
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CT OCT; 


That time and abſence proner. 
Rather help: them burts to laues. 


„ thou my Proteſtation, 
Againſt my ſtrengtlu 
Diſtance and length: 
Do what you can for alteration, 
For hearts of trueſt mettle, 
Abſence doth ioyne and time doth ſettle: 


Who loues a Miſtreſſe of ſuch quality, 
He ſoone hath found 
Affections ground 

Beyond time, place, and all mortality 

To hearts that cannot vary, 

Abſence is preſent, time doth tarry. 


My ſences want their outward motions: 
Which now withiu 
Reaſon doth win, 
Redeubled in her ſecret notions: 
Like rich men that take pleaſure, 
In hiding, more then handling Treaſure. 


By abſence, this good meanes 1 gaine, 
That I can catch her, 
Where none can watch her, 
In ſome cloſe corner of my braine: 
There I imbraceand kitle her, 
And ſol both enioy and mille her, 


7 
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XX X11, ODE. 
Of Cinthia. 


2 ancient readers of heauens booke, 
* 


Which with curious eye did lookei 
Into Natures (tory, 
All ching; vnder Cynthia tooke 
To be tranſitory, 


This the learned only knew, 

But nowall men find it true, 
Cynthia is deſcended, 

With bright beames, and heauenly hew, 
And lctler larres attended. 


Lands and ſeas (he rules below, 
Where things change and ebbe, and flow, 
Spring, waxe old, and periſh : 
Oaly time which all doth mow. 
Her alone duth cheriſh, 


Times yong heuncs attend her (lill, 
And her eyes an 4 checkes do fill, 
With treth youth and beauty: 
All her loutts old do grow, 
But their hearts they dont fe 
In their loue and duty. 


To: ent 85: 79910 Bars, 
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THE FART BOOKE- 51 
F pigrams and Epitaphs. 


— — — _ — — — > > — — „ 
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Of Fpigrams. 
FE pigr ams tranſlated on! of Martial, 
Ad AX (nan 76.4. 1. 


Si wemini fuer ant tibiquatwor eu /nedentes, 
E xpuit unta dues tu Cf ma nos, 

Jam (erura potes torus tmſſire dro has, 
NMI iftuc quod agat tertia i». ft babee. 


Foure tecth of late you had, both black and ſhał ir g, 
Which durlt not chew your meate for feare of aking, 
But ſince your covgh (without a Barbers aid) 

Hath blowne them out you need not be atraid, 

On either ſide to chew hard cruſts. for ſure 

Now from the Tooth-ach you live molt ſecure 


4 


1 


* 
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In Herm. 15.1.2, 


Ave nuth calicemtuum propin at. 
Humane facii, Herme, non ſuperbe. 


A a «a =. 


A Monſienr Naſo,Verole. 


Naſo let none drinke in hisglaſle but he, 
Thinke you tis curious pride: tis curteſic. 


De Afanwella 51. . 1. 


01 & libra nb. lingit, Manuella,catelbur. 1 
Non miror merdai i libet eſſe cans. S, 


I muſc not that your Dog turds oſt do eate, 
To a tongue that licks your lips, a turd's fweet meate. 


De Milone. 


Milo demi non eſt,peregre Mulone profetto, 
Arma vacant gy xr non mint ande parit. 

Cu ſit ager ſteriliit ur wxor latttet eam 
Aus ſodratur ager von habet vor habet. 


VI IL Olives long in France, and while he's there, F 
his groũd bears nought, his wife doth childrẽ bearc, 
Why ſhould th one harren, th other fertile be? Pr 


His ground lacks plowing vp ſo doth not ſhe. | 
De 


— 
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FO De (dre. Li. 15. 3. 
Plus credit nemo, quam tata Codrus in urbe, 
Cy ſit tam pauper quomeds ? cacns am. 


* DRV, although but of meane eſtate, 
Trults more then any Merchant in the citie, 
For being old and blind he hath of late, 


Married a wife, young, wanton, faire, and wittie. 
Ad Dnintwms 117. L. 5. 

Qs legis cauſa nnpſittihs Lala, © minte, 

V xorem hanc pater is dicere legittmans, 

4 | Hy lawfull wifefaire Lzlia needs mult bee, 
For ſhe was for'lt by Jaw to marry thee. 

Nil nubi das diu, dicis 

Ss non es tut, fers N 


iles he lives will nought beſtow, 
On his poare Heires, but all at his laſt day: 

It he be halfe as wiſeas rich I crow, 

He thinks that for his life they ſeldome pray. 


Semper eris pauper, ſi pawper er, eE miliane, 
D axntey opes nullu nunc mfi dinitib us. 


To all poore Schollers. 
To ye of wealth, of wealth ye (till will faile, | 
, None but fat ſowes are now greaz'din the taile. | 
bearc, In Cina. 42. 43. L. 7. | 
Primum eff vi. praites, Fl quid te, 4 inn rogabo, 
Lind demae ſeq vent, vt cito, ¶ una, neger, 
8 


de. 


— 
—— 7—56P4——ñ⁊ ˙ F—— 
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Diigo pre Janter, non odi Cinna, vc gan n, 
Sedtunce praſtat, nec ci 6 Cinnanogas. 
To hut friends, 
M Viuſt demaunds ſo one grant or ſoone deny, | 
Th'onefriendſhip ſhowes, and th other courteſie: 
But who nor ſoone doth grant, nor ſoone ſay no, 
Doth not true friendſhip, and good manners know. 


In Cianam. 107, L. 3. 


E fe mbil dicit, quicquid petis, improbe Cinnay ] 
S: mil ( inna petu, aui tibi Cunna negoie 4 
VV Hat ſo ere you coggingly require, 
Tis noting (Cinna) (till you cry: 


Then Cinna you haue your deſire, 
If you aske nought, nought | deny. 


De Philone. 48. L. 5. 
Nunquam ſe cenaſſe demi Philo iurat, & hoc eſt, 
Von cant quories mer? vocamt (. 1 


Milo ſweareshene're cates at home 2 nights, 
He meanes, he falls when no wan biin inuites. \ 


12. L. 12. 
* Ju promiſe mountaines ſull to me, J 


When over night ſtarke drunke you be, 


But nothing you pe(forme next diy, 


Hence forth be morning drunke, I pray. 4 
5 


172 
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Ad Peſlimos Coniuges. 33. L. S. 
* Vm ſitis ſimilet, pareſque vita : 
vor peſſima, p-/[imas mariutury 
Aliroy mon bene conuenire vobus. 
V V Hy do your wife and you ſo ill agree, 
Since youin manners ſo well matched be? 

Thou brazen-fa'lt, ſhe impudently bold, 
Thou (till doſt brawle, ſhe cuermore deth ſcold. 
Thou ſeldome ſober art, (he often drunke, 
Thou a whore-hunting knauc, the a knowne Puncke. 
Both of you filch, both ſweare and damne, and lic, 
And both take pawnes, and lewiſh vſurie, 

Not manners like make man and wifeagree, 

Their manners mull both like and vertuous bee. 


— 


E PIGR AMS. 


A Rule for Courtieri. 
E that will thriue in Court muſt oft become, 
Again(t his will, boch blind, and deafe and dombe. 
On a pamted Conritzan, 
V Hoſoeuer faith thou ſelleſt all, th ieſt, 
Thou buy ſt thy beauty that ſels all the reſt. 
Is Aan. 
Er Sonnes rich Aula termes her Letchers all, 


Whom other Dames loues, friends, and ſcruantscall. 
And ſure me thinkes her wit, 


Giues them a name more fic. 


82 For 
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For if all mothers them their ſonnes doe call "4 
Whom they haue onely borne nine monthes in all, 


May ſhe not call them Sonnes with better reaſon, 
Whom ſhe hath borne nine times as long a ſcaſon? 


| For Lt. 

| 1. thou be faire, thy beautjes beautifie, 
| 4 With vertugus deeds and manners anſwetable: | 
If thou be foule, thy beauties want ſupply, | 
* With a faire mind and actions commendable. 
In Aſinium. | 

Hou ſlill wert wont in earneſt or in ieſt, 

To praiſe an Alle as a molt worthy beſt, 
Now like an Alle thy ſelfe thou (till commendeſt. 
Whats ere thou ſpeakſt with thine own praiſe thou endeſt | #4 

Oh ! I perceive thou praiſeſt learnedly, 
An Alle in Theſi and Hipotheſi. 
On a limping Cuckeld, 
How cuermore duſt ancient Poets blame, 
For f.ining Venus wife to Vulcan lame. 
I blame the{t:rre. and Hymen to, that gaue 


I. faire ſtraight wife to thee a foule lame knaue, C 
And nought doth caſe my griefe but onely this, T 
Thy Venus now hath got a Mars to kille. 

(4 Crambe 4 lower ſinltcr. 1. 
wont of ſhift ſ nee lice at firſt are bred, 6 
And after by the {ame increaſt and fed, A; 


Crambo I muic how you havelice ſo many, | 
Since all men kno you ſhift as much as an. 


"a 


de(t 


In 


Booke V. of Epigr anis. 261 
In Durnt wws, 
Vintusis burnt, and may thereof be glad, 
For being poore he hatha good pretence, 
At euery Church to craue beneuolence 
For one that had by fire loſt all he had. 
In Sabam. 
V Hy will not Saba in a glaſſe behold 
Her face, ſince ſhe grew wrinckled, pale & old? 
Doubtleſſe | thinke ſhe doubts that ougly hght 
Like Cow-turnd IO would her ſelfe aftrighs, 
In Aulum, 


A giues nought, men ſay, though much he craue, 
Let ] can tell to whom the poxe he gaue. 
F. D. 


— — 
— — 


An FE pigram to Sir Philip Sidney in Elegical verſe 
Iranſlated out of lodel, the French Poet. 


Cambridge, worſhy Pholipyhy thieverſe builds thee an altar 
Gain(t time and tempelt, ſtrong to abide for euer, 
That praiſe of verſes no length of time can aboliſh, 
With Greece and Italy purchaſed endleſſe honour : 
I then purſuing their ſlepslike glory to purchaſe, 
Will make thy memory famous in after a 
And in theſe meaſured vetſes thy glory be founded, 
So be thy holy fauour, help to my holy fury, 
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An Epigram in Hexameters, ypon the neuer enough 
praiſed Sir Philip Sidney. 


What can I now ſuſpeci, or what can I ſcare any longer ? 
Oft did I feave, oft hope, uli liſe in Sydney remained: 

Of nothing can I now deſparre, ſor nowght can I bope for: 

| This good u in miſerie, when great extreamily grieme tv, 
That neut her hope of good, nor frare of worſe can affright vi 
And can ] then complaine, when no —— can awaile me ? 
How can | ſceme to be diſcontent, or what cas weepe for ? 
He lines eternall, with endleſſe glory bedecked : 

Tea ſtill on earth he liner, and ſtill ſhall lime by the Mnſer, 


Another Epigram vpon the ſame. 


What ſtrange adventure ? what now vnlook't for arrinall, 
Hath drawne the Aluſet ſrom ſweete Baotia mount ainery 

To chaſe our conntrey, to ſecke in London abiding t 

Are ſaire ¶ aſtalian ſireames dride ? ſ{ands Cyrrbano longer? 
Or lone the Mnſer, like wantons oft to be changing t 

Scarce cant that ſuppoſe, ſcarce thinke | theſe to be CIſuſer. 
No ſound of melodie, no voce but areary lamentmg. if 
Tet well | wot too well, Muſes mot deltfuly weeping. Fi 
See where Melpomene fits lud for ſhame iu 4 corner, 0. 
Here ye the careſul ſigher, feteht fr the depth of her entrailit | 7, 
There weepes Calliope, there fometimts Initie Thalia. Ry 
Aye me | alasynow know | 'the tanfr; now ſceke ] no further, Ge 
Here lier thew glory, their hept; iir onely veto ome : * 
Dead lies worthy Philip, the care and praiſt of Apollo, * 


Dead lies his carkoſſe, but fame ſhall ine ta thee weridi a Ta 
Other 


— — 
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Other Epigramsvpon the ſame, 


Whons can I firit accuſe ? whoſe faxnit — 
Where kept the Aluſes, what countries hau Apollo t 

Where loured bleedy Mar, where lmgred worthy Mimerna? 
What could three do more then nme in 4 combate 
Was force of we force? War faire entreaty refuſed ? 

Where u the mmſicke, that ſometimeſ moned Alecte? 

That gad Furydice, that left Proſerpma weepmng. 

Chooſe whether of the two you liſt, your (hill to be nothing: 

Or your moſt fœthfull ſeruanti rmkmaly rewarded, 

And then that brag geſt of thilfull ſurgery > roms 

That ranft of Simples diſcerne the ſecret 

And giue fit plaiſt ers for wonndes that ſceme to becareleſſe, 
Whereto anatles thy sd, that cannot S1dney reconcy. 

And ceuldeſt thou whilome prenasle with de fatall, 

For K mg Admetus gamſt courſe of natural order, 

A, for Mars, wel | wot, cold froſt of Thracia hingdome, 
Hath bild al hindueſſe, noruth of them canbe lookt for, 

And daintte Pallas diſdaind ferfoorh tobe preſent, 

Enny perhaps, nay grief+ as | geſſe, was cauſe of her ab ſcner. 
Onely we pore wrete het, whom God! and Muſes abauden, 
Lament thytimeleſſe decay with ſorrrwful outcries, 

But vetif hap ſome Muſe, would adde new fraceto my verſes, 
Germany, France, Ita, $ — Denmarke, Perſia, Turi, 
India where Phat moxnts r from ſea tothe S He- d, 
India where Phæbis fals downe from ſ hic to the ſea-· w de, 
Tartar), Pole, Lettom, Muſcony, Bohemia, Norwang 


S 4 A! 


* 
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All Coafts where riſing or falling Phabur apeareth 2006 
Should heare, and wonder to beare thy glory reſeunded. 
Armenun Tigre: enraę d for theft of a youngling, 

Prineely Lyons roaring, for want of prey to be ftarued, 
| Fierce Bearer, and grunting wude Boares upon Arcady mo 


(tanes, 
! Should and oftoniſhr, forgetting natural of {fring, 
| Forgetrmg bunger, forgettong ſlaughter <peinted, 
* Aswhen Caloper deere ſonne, ſweete harmony finging, 
Vnto the true conſent of but Harpe ſiringi trned w order, 
Drew from their places wild beaits and treerby the muſiche. 
S wife flowing Hebrus [1 ai d all bu ftreanes in a wonder, 
Arif chil coldne ſe frorne bad i hens downe to the bottome, 
But for I wote to wel my ſlendev bull to be nothing , 
Here wil I quue forſweare beth Uerſe and Muſe us an anger 


Left hap my rudeneſs dy/prace thy glory by praiſing. 


Dignum laude virum Muſa vetat mori. 


The end of the Epigrams, 


8 
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To the Epitaph vpon the heart of Henry the third, 
late King of France and Poland: [lame 1589. by 
4 lacobine Fryar. 


Vpon the Tombe of his heart in the Churchof 8. Clou, 
neere Paris, adioyning to the houſe where 
he was llaine. 
Ada viater, & dole Regum vicem, 
er Regunsſkoconditurn of [ub marmorey 
as ura Gallus, ura Sarmati dedit. 
Tetlnt Cucullo hunc ſuſtulit Sccarins, 
Ali Viator, & dole Regnum tic em. 
This Paraphraſticaly cogliſaed. 
VV Hether thy choice, or chance thee hither brings, 
Stay Paſſenger, and waile the hap of Kings. 
This little ſtone, a great Kings heart doth hold, 
That rul'd the fickle French, and Polackes bold: 
Whom with a mighty warlike hoſt attended 
Wich traiterous knife, a couled monſter ended. 
So fraile are euen the higheſt earthly things, 
Go paſſenger, and waile the hap of Kings. 
F. D. 


— — — 


An Epitaph « on Henry the fourth, the laſt 
King of France, 
* it we ſhould more bewaile the hap of Kings, 
Great Henry Bourbons death occalion brings, 
To Henry Valow nextcrown'd King of France, 
Next both in blood, in name, in reigne,in chance. 


Perils 
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Perils his youth, warres did his manhood ſpend, 
His old age peace, tili murder his life did end. 
His com q ell glory, his wiſedome peace did win, 
His faita heauen, Chriſt pardon for his ſinne. 

An Epuaph on 9 neene Elizabeth. 


hs that great maiden Queene lies here, 

Who gouern'd England foure and fortie yere, 

Our coynes refinde in Freland tamde, Belgia protected, 
Friended France, foiled Spaine, and Pope reiefted : 
Princesfound her po Il, the world vertuous, 

Her gubiects wiſe and juſt, and God religious: 

God hath her ſoule, the world her admiration, 

Subiects her good deeds, Princes her imitarion. 


(ba. Beſt. 


CO , —— ——ůAä —— 
— — — ͥͤ—— 


T HE SIXTH BOOKE OF 
Epiſtles, 


Or letters in verſe. 

deereſt ſweete, if gheſe fad lines do hap 

The raging fury of the Sea to ſcape, 
O be not you more cruell then the Seas, 
Let Pittie now your angry mind appeaſe. 
So that your hand may be their bleſſed Port, 
From hence they may vato your eies reſort, 
And at that dirone pleading my wretched caſe, 
May moue your erucll heart to yeeld me grace. 
So may noclouds of elder yeares obſcure 
You: Sun like cies, but ſtill as b:ightendure, 


CE in! as) ©. 


ed, 


As 


—— 
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As then they ſhone when with one piercing Ray, 

They made my felfe their flaue, my heart they pray: 

So may no ſickneſſe nip thoſe flowers ſweete, 

Which euer flowring on your cheekes do meete: 

Nor all defacing time haue power to race, 

The goodly building of that heauenly face. 
Another. 

Fountaine of blille, yet well · ſpring of my woe, 

(O would! —— iuſtly terme you io!) 

Alas, your cruell dealing, and my fate, 

Haue now teduc de me to that wretched ſtate, 

That | know not how, | my ſtile may frame 

To thankes,or ing, or to praiſe,or blame : 

And here to write, I all my powers do bend, 

There wot I not how to begin or end. 

And now my driſling teares trill dow ne apace, 

As if thelatter would the former chaſe, 

Whereof ſome few on my pale cheekes remaine, 

Like wither'd flowers bedew'd with drops of rain : 

The other falling in my Paper ſinke, 

Or dropping in my Pen encreaſe my inke. 

Which ſuddaine Paſſions cauſe, if you would finde, 

A trembling feare doth now poſſeſſe my mind, 

That you willi not vouchlafe theſe lines to reade, 

Leſt they ſome pittie in your heart may breede: 

Butor with angry frownes refuſe totake them, 

Or taking them the fires fewell make them: 

Or wich thoſe hands (made to a milder end) 

Theſe guiltlefle leaves all into peeces tend. 


O cruell Tyrant (yet beloved (lill,) 
W here⸗ 


268 Of Epiflles. Booke VI. 


Wherecin haue I deſeru'd of you ſo ill, 
That all my loue you ſhould with hate requite, 
And all my paines reward with ſuch diſpite 
Or if my fault be great (which I proteſt 
Is onely loue, too great to be expreſt) 
What, haue theſe lines ſo harmeleſſe innocent, 
Deſeru d to feele their Malters puniſhment ? 
Theſe leaues are not vnto my fault conſenting : 
And therefore ought not to haue the ſame tormenting, 
When you haue read them, vie chem as you lift, 
For by your light they ſhall be fully bleſt: 
But till you reade them, let the woes I haue 
This harmeleſſe Paper from your furie fauc. 
Auot her. 
Cleare vp mine eyes, and dry your ſelues my teares, 
And thou my heart baniſh theſe deadly feares : 
Perſwa le thy ſelfe, that though her heart diſdaine, 
Eicher to loue thy loue, or rue thy paine, 
Yet faire her eyes will nota looke deny, 
To this {ad ſtory of thy miſerie. 
O then my deere, behold the Portraiture, 
Of him that doth all kind of woes endure, 
Of him whoſe head is made a hiue of woes, 
Whoſe ſwarming number daily greater growes : 
Of him whoſe ſenſes like a Racke are bent, 
With divers motions my poore ſoule to tent: 
Whoſe mind a mirror is, which onely ſhewes, 
The ougly image of my preſent woes ; 
Whoſe memorie's a poyſon d knife to teare 
The euer bleeding wound my breaſt doth beare, 


(The 
— 


VI. 


he 


— 
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(The euer- bleeding wound not to be cured, 
But by choſe eyes that firſt the ſame procured.) 
And that poore heart, ſo faithfull, conſtant, true, 
That onely loues, and ferues, and honors you, 
Is like a feeble ſhip, which torne and rent, 

The Maſt of hope being broke, and tackling ſpent, 
Reaſon the Pilot dead, the (tarres obſcured, 

By which alone to ſaile it was enured. 

No Port, no Land, no comfort once expected, 
All hope of ſaſetie viterly neglected, 

Wich dreadfull tertour tumbling vp and downe, 
Paſſions vncertaine, waues with hideous ſound, 


} Doth daily, hourely, minuitly expect 


When either it ſhould runne, and fo be wrect, 


. |. Vpon deſpaires hatpe Rocke, or be o're-throwne 


With ſtorme of your diſdaine fo fiercely blowae. 

Another, 
But yet of all the woes that do torment me, 
Ofall the torments that do daily rent me, 
Ther's none fo great (although I am aſſured, 
That euen the lealt cannot be longendured :) 
As that ſo many weekes (nay moneths, and yeares) 
Nay tedious ages, (for it ſo appeares ) 
My trembling heart (belides ſo many anguiſhes,) 
Tu ixt hope and feare vncertaine howerly languiſhes: 
Whether your hands, your eyes, your heart of (lone, 
Did take my lines, and reade them, and bemone 
With one kind word, one ſigh, one pittying teare, 
Th'vnfainedgriefe which you do make me beare, 
Whether y accepted that laſt Monument 

Of 


— 


Ot my deere loue, the booke (I meane) l ſent 
To your deere ſelfe, when the reſpectleiſe winde 
Bare me away, leauing my heart behinde : 

And daigne ſometimes when youthe ſame do view 

To thinkc on him, who alwaie thinkeson you. 

Or whether you (as Oh I feare you do) 

Hate both my ſelte, and gifts, and letters too. 
Another. 

I muſt confetſe (vnkind) when | conlider, 

How ill, alas, how ill agree togither 

So peerelelle heautie, to ſo fierce a minde, 

So hard an inſide to ſo faire a rinde, 

A heart ſo bloody to fo white a breſt, 

So proud difdaine, with ſo milde lockes ſupprelt ; 

And how my deere (Oh woulJ it had beene neuer, 

Accurſed word, nzy would it might be euer: 

How once [ ſiy, till your heart was eitranged, 

(Alas how ſoone my day to night waschanged) 
You did vouchſafe my poore cies ſo much grace, 
Freely to view the tiches of your face, 

And did fo high exalt mylowl; heart, 

To call it yours, and take it in good part. 

And (which was greate!} bliſſe) did not diſdaine, 
For boundleiſe loue to yeeld tome loveagaine, 
When this (I ay) I oall vnco my mind, 
And in my heart aud foule no cauſe can find. 

No fact, no word, whereby my heart doch merits 
To loue that loue, which once I did inherit, 
Deſpaire it ſelfc cannot make me deſpꝛite 

But that you le prouc as kind as you are faire, 
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And that my lines, and beoke (O would t were true) 

Are, though I know it not yet, receiu d by you, 

And often haue your crueltie repented. 

Whereby my guiltleiſe heart, is thus tormented, 

And now at length in lieu of patled woe, 

Will pittie, kindnetle, loue and fauour ſhoe. 
Another, 

But when againe my curled memory, 

Tomy fad thoughts confounded diuer ſlie, 

Preſents the time, the teare-procuring time, 

That wither'd my young ioyes before their prime : 

The time when 1 with tedious abſencetited 

Wich reſtleſle loue, and rackt delire inſpired, 

Comming to finde my earthly Paradiſe, 

To glaſle my ſight in your two heauenly cies, 

(Oa which alone my earthly ioyes depended, 

And wanting which, my ioy and life were ended) 

From your ſweete roſie lips, the ſprings ot bliile, 

To draw the Nectar of a ſweeteſt kitle ; 

My greedy eareson your ſweete words to feed, 

V Vhich canded in your ſugred breath proceed, 

In daintieft accents through that currall dore, 

Guarded with pretious Peale and Rubies (tore 2 

Totouch your hand fo white, ſo moyſt, ſo ſoft, 

And with a rauiſht kitſe redoubled oft, 

Revenge with kindeſt ſpight the bloody theft, 

V'Vhereby it cloſely me my heart berett: 

And of all bliſie to taſte the conſummation, 

In your ſweet gracefull heauenly conuetſation. 

By whoſe ſweete charmes the ſoules do you inchant, 


nf 
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Of all that do your louely preſence haunt ; 

In ſtead of all theſe ioyes I did expect, 

Found nought but trownes, vnkindneſſe and neglect. 
Neglect, vnkindneſſe, fiownes? nay plaine contempt, 
And open hate from no diſdaine exempt, 

No bitter words. beſides lookes, nor ought that might 
Engrieue, cacreafe fo vndelcrued ſpight. 
V Vhen this (1 ſay) I chinke, and thinke withall, 
How, nor thoſe ſhowers oftcares mine eyes let fall 
Nor wind of bluſtring ſighes withall their force, 
Could moue your rockic heart once to remorce, 
Can I expect that letter ſhould finde grace, 
Or pittie euer in your heart haue place? 
No, no, I thinke, and fad deſpaite ſaies ſor me, 

You hate, diſdaine, and vtterly abhorre me. 

Anot her. 

Alas my Deere, if this you do deuiſe, 

To try the vertue of your murthering cies, 

And in the Glaſſe of bleeding hearts to view 

The glorious ſplendor of your beauties hew, 

Ah !try it on rebellious hearts and eyes, 

That do withſtand the power of ſacred lights 

And make them fecle,(if any ſuch befound ) 

How deep? and cureleſſe your eyescan wound : 
But ſpare, O ſpire my yeelding heart, and ſaue 

Him whoſe chiefe glory is to be your ſlaue: 

Make me the matter of your clemencie, 

And not the ſubiect of your Tyrannie. 


FINIS. 


* 


— — 


REPRODUCED FROM THE COPY IN THE 


HENRY E. HUNTINGTON LIBRARY 


FOR REFERENCE ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION 


